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Sold  Only 

by  Exclusive  Stores 

Throughout  Canada 


"Now   I,"   exclaimed   the  driving   dust, 
"Have  really  no  attraction, 
And  yet  I  fill  the  public  eye — 
And  that's  some  satisfaction." 

—  The  Widow. 

*  *       * 

"My  roommate  ate  something  on  the  Glee  Club  trip 
that  poisoned  him." 
"Croquette?" 
"Not  yet,  but  he's  pretty  sick." 

—  Yellow  Jacket. 

Son:  "Mother,  who  put  the  statue  under  the  kitchen 
sink?" 

Mother:  "Sssh,  sonny,  don't  make  any  noise.  That's 
the  plumber." 

— Chaparral. 

*  *       * 

The  partners,  Hirsch  and  Reiss,  come  to  the  office 
one  morning  and  find  that  burglars  have  attacked  the 
safe  without  being  able  to  open  it. 

"What  a  disappointment  they  must  have  had,"  said 
Hirsch. 

"Yes,  but  not  so  bad  as  it  would  have  been  if  they 
had  opened  it,"  replied  Reiss. 

— Die  Muskele,    Vienna. 

*  *       * 

"Money — If  you  desire  to  sorrow,  apply  to  the  old- 
established  firm  of.  .  .  ." — Advt.  in  South  Wales  Daily 
Post. 

If  all  the  other  Shylocks  were  as  candid! 

— Passing  Show. 

*  *       * 

Doctor:    "Do  you  talk  in  your  sleep?" 

Patient:    "No.    In  other  people's.    I'm  a  parson!" 

—  Vikingen,  Oslo. 


"What  did  the  teacher  keep  you  in  this  afternoon 
for?" 

"She  asked  me  to  name  the  four  seasons." 

"And  what  did  you  say?" 

"Salt,  mustard,  pepper  'nd  vinegar." 

— Bulletin,  Sydney. 

*  *       * 

Skeptical  lady:  "And  can  I  wear  this  coat  out  in 
the  rain  without  hurting  it?" 

Fur  salesman:  "Madam,  have  you  ever  seen  a  skunk 
carrying  an  umbrella?" 

— Lafayette   Lyre. 

#  #       * 

How   America  Was   Discovered 

(A  Country  School  Essay) 
In  1  492  Columbus  he  discovered  Indiana  which  they 
Was  some  men  on  it  w.th  feathers  in  theer  hair  and  not 
much  clothes.  They  says  they  were  Indians  so  Columbus 
he  thought  he  was  theer  all  right  and  he  sails  back  and 
tells  the  king  he  was  there  and  the  king  he  says  that  was 
very  nice  and  so  it  belongs  to  England  and  that  is  why 
we  speak  English. 

— American  Legion  Weekly. 

Honestly? 

An  American  professor  was  visiting  the  smaller  vil- 
lages of  devastated  France.  Seeing  very  few  children 
his  curiosity  was  aroused.    Hailing  a  native,  he  inquired: 

"I  haven't  seen  many  children  in  this  vicinity." 

The  native  politely  answered:  "No  sir;  there  aren't 
many." 

"How  often  are  children  born  here?"  asked  the 
professor. 

"Only  once,"  was  the  very  courteous  response. 

— Punch   Bowl. 
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ITS  strikingly  impressive  contour,  of  exacting  dignity  yet 
modish  to  a  marked  decree,  heralds  the  coming  season's 
styles.  Especially  as  fitments  are  in  correct  harmony. 

Superb  upholstering  of  mohair  plush,  elegant  appointments 
and  a  compact  seating  arrangement  provide  comfort  in  gener- 
ous volume,   Roominess  is  noteworthy  in  both  compartments. 

Power  for  every  driving  condition  is  unsparingly  supplied 
by  the  six-cylinder  50  h.  p.  engine. 

Mechanical  correctness  is  demonstrated  by  the  double-framed 
chassis,  where  major  units  are  cradled  in  an  inner  frame. 

Safety  is  insured  by  oversized  brakes  (15-inch  bands;  2'/j- 
inch  faces),  dual  foot  control,  easy  steering. 

Regular  equipment  includes:  Motometer,  bumpers,  four  33x 
4'/2  cord  tires,  steel  disc  wheels  with  demountable  rims,  step 
and  kick  plates,  automatic  windshield  wiper,  electric  clock, 
ci&ar  lighter,  trunk  with  suitcase,  etc. 

Wnife  Pon  J3oof\fo/  "Jjcasons  Jot*  Jfeo" 

REO     MOTOR      CAR     COMPANY    of  Canada.  Jimited, 
XUindSor,     Ontario 
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When  the  World  Takes 
Up   Baseball 

Paris,  France. — President  Marcel 
Aise  announced  to-day  that  his  coun- 
try had  released  ex-premier  Herriot 
outright  to  Germany  and  purchased 
generals  Ludendorf  and  Hindenburg 
who  are  expected  to  star  for  them  next 
season. 

Washington.  —  Reports  from  the 
training  camp  indicate  that  the  States 
will  have  a  powerful  aggregation  of 
bullet  pushers  this  year.  An  exhibition 
game  was  staged  with  the  Mexicans,  a 
bush  league  team,  and  the  boys  showed 
up  great. 

Toronto.  —  Conservatives  smashed 
through  to  a  122  to  76  victory  over 
the  Liberals  at  the  local  stadium  here 
to-day  on  the  Provincial  Cat  Tax  issue. 
Ferguson  twirled  for  the  winners  and 
had  Raney  fanning  the  air  like  a 
Dutch  windmill.  It  was  rumored  that 
the  Liberals  are  considering  leasing 
either  Billy  Sunday  or  William  Jen- 
nings Bryan  from  the  American  league 
as  their  only  hope  for  the  pennant. 

New  York,  N.Y. — The  Audience 
blanked  the  Actors  in  a  one-sided  en- 
counter here  to-night.  It  was  a  no- 
hit  affair  for  the  Thespians.  The  Au- 
dience scored  an  uncounted  number  of 
home  runs  in  the  first  innings. 

Chicago,  111. — A  picked  Jury  team 
ruined  Jake  Blood's  hopes  for  the  sea- 
son, when  they  put  him  down  to  the 
tune  of  two  to  three  years  indetermin- 
ate. All  the  time  Blood  was  in  the 
box  he  was  wild  and  nervous  and  pull- 
ed a  good  many  wild  ones  which  the 
umpire.  Judge  Thompson,  didn't  miss. 
He  was  accused  of  stealing  a  number 
of  bags  and  has  a  past  in  which  dia- 
monds figure.  A  record  number  of 
fans  with  several  yards  of  hemp  rope 
were  on  hand  and  their  cries  of  "Take 


"My  wife  kisses  me  every  lime  I  come  into  (he  house." 
"Thai's  what  I  call  real  affection." 
"No — thorough  investigation." 


him  out!"  may  have  had  something  to 
do  with  his  nervousness. 

Dunkville,  Ont. — A  twilight  game 
was  staged  here  to-day  on  Lovers' 
Pike.     Mazie  Klotz  walked. 

Sofia,  Bulgaria.  —  King  Boris 
pitched  a  no-hit  game  against  the  Com- 
munists again  to-day.  This  is  his  four- 
teenth this  season.  The  Communists 
claim  he  is  harder  to  hit  than  a  house- 
fly with  St.  Vitus  dance.  His  wife  is 
said  to  favor  his  retirement. 

— /.  E.  McDougall. 


The  Truth 

He  unfastened  the  faded  pink  rib- 
bon that  bound  the  bundle  of  love  let- 
ters and  re-read  the  entire  collection 
from  beginning  to  end.  What  memor- 
ies they  awakened !  What  deep,  burn- 
ing sentiments  were  penned  upon  their 
crumpled  pages!  Then,  he  tore  them 
all  to  bits — save  one.  One  little  note, 
written  by  a  hazel-eyed  maiden,  in 
which  she  stated  quite  simply  that  she 
never  wished  to  see  him  again. 


C9QLIN 


Husband:  "Oh,  darling!    I'm  afraid  we  must  let  it  have  the  tent  and  we  shall  have  to  sleep  in  the  cow  shed." 


Others 
idle  rich, 
helper. 


you  may  include  among  the  It  is  sometimes  dangerous  to  tell  the  Comment 

are    the    plumber    and    his      truth   there   are   plenty   of   people  who      The  sitters  at  the  tables 


will   believe  it. 


Ethel:  "I  hear  George  was  fined  for  shooting  squirrels  out  of  season." 
Methyl:  "Poor  George!    He  probably  only  shot  them  in  self  defence." 


In  the  Beverage  Room 

Of  the  old  Union   House 

Are  drinking  beer. 

But   their   faces  are  mournful. 

Yes,  they  are  drinking  beer 

In   the  place  haunted   with   ghosts 

Of  other  days. 

And    if    anyone    had    ear-drums    keen 

enough 
He  could   still   hear  the  echoes   about 

the  place 
Of  Sweet  Adeline. 
But     the     face     of     the     drinker     is 

mournful. 
Did    you    think    the    old    days    would 

return? 
The  beer  has  come  back, 
But  not  the  Pretzels. 

— J.  E.  McD. 

*      *      * 

Likely  as  not  when  Earle  Sande 
gets  a  holiday  he  goes  for  a  ride  on  a 
merry-go-round. 


C9DLIN 


The  bedside  manner — or  how  the  grapes  disappear. 


The  Prude 

When  I  suggested  that  she  might 
be  more  comfortable  if  she  removed 
her  cloak  and  gloves,  she  looked  posi- 
tively shocked.  And  this  was  the  girl 
whose  sole  attire  in  the  second  act  con- 
sisted of  a  crepe  chemise  and  a  pair 
of  silk  stockings! 


Perfume 

My  sense  of  smell  is  wedded  to  my 
memory,  and  every  whiff  awakens  fan- 
cies of  the  distant  past ....  a  well- 
oiled  asphalt  street  during  July;  the 
rich,  sugary  fragrance  of  a  bakery; 
jasmine  in  a  country  lane;  a  grouse 
moore  after  a  five  days'  downpour; 
the  dining  saloon  of  an  ocean  liner ; 
the  spicy  aroma  of  the  never-chang- 
ing East;  the  operating  room  of  a  great 
hospital;  salt  marshes  at  dawn.  .  .  .a 
little  note,  almost  fallen  to  pieces,  that 
still  retains  a  certain  scent  that  causes 
me  to  burst  into  tears. 

— Andre  Savillc. 


Gentleman  (whose  wife  has  spent  the  evening  renovating  a  frock) :  "It'sh  all 
right,  m'dear,  I  c'n  'splain  everything!" 
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Wife:    "I  expect  all  my  daughters  to  make  brilliant  marriages." 
Husband:  "You  can  I  expect  them  to  follow  you  in  everything  my  dear.' 


Billy — I    see    that    Fanny    Footlights    roped    in    old 
Moneybags  in  approved  fashion. 

Tom — You  mean  she  lassooed  him? 
Billy — No,  the  lass  sued  him. 


"All  you  have  to  do,"  said  the  film  producer  to  the 
new  movie  artist,  "is  to  seize  the  woman  in  your  arms. 


leap  to  the  top  of  a  passing  street-car,  and  jump  from 
there  to  the  fire  escape  of  the  building  on  the  corner; 
then  climb  with  her  up  to  the  seventeenth  story,  drag  her 
out  on  the  roof,  and,  bracing  your  foot  firmly  in  the  side 
of  the  smoke  stack,  toss  her  lightly  over  to  the  church 
tower  on  the  left,  where  she  clings  until — " 

"And  if  I  let  her  drop?" 

"You'll  have  to  pick  her  up  and  start  all  over  again." 


Fair  Straphanger :    "I  believe  the  company  is  putting  rubber  in  the  straps  now.   They  seem  %o  nice  and  elastic. 
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Now  that  both  Charlie  Goodhue 
and  dear  old  "Suds"  Perkins  have 
been  hanged  for  that  affair  up  north 
last  summer,  I  suppose  it  is  safe  for 
me  to  relate  the  real  facts  of  how  the 
Snell  girl  lost  her  life. 

The  Teepee  Hotel  on  Lake  Chi- 
gaboo  is  one  of  those  places  that 
should  have  been  prohibited  along 
with  strong  liquor.  It  has  been  the 
source  of  domestic  unhappiness  for 
years.  Here  every  summer  dozens  of 
susceptible  young  men  become  imbued 
with  the  idea  that  the  moonlight,  pine 
trees  and  distant  music  are  all  accessor- 
ies of  whatever  designing  maiden  they 
happen  to  be  facing  in  the  canoe.  The 
next  winter  against  a  background  of 
dish  towels,  pork  and  beans  and  groc- 
ery bills  they  feel  that  all  was  not  as 
represented  by  the  salesman — or  sales- 
lady. 

Charlie  and  "Suds"  were  up  there 
that  summer  and  Olivia  Brown  from 
Ottawa,  that  was.  These  two  boys 
and  Gus  Peters,  the  mining  man,  were 
conceded  to  stand  One,  Two,  and 
Three  in  Olivia's  estimation  and  each 
had  a  different  estimation  of  the  order. 

Charlie  and  "Suds"  had  gone  to 
school  together  and  they  had  a  tacit 
understanding  that,  whoever  did  get 
Olivia,  it  wasn't  going  to  be  that  fat 
Peters  fellow  who  had  the  aggravat- 
ing habit  of  taking  her  out  in  his  lux- 
urious launch  whenever  a  picnic  was 
planned.  The  partners  conceded  that 
Gerty  Snell  would  make  Gus  an  ideal 
mate.  Gerty  weighed  a  little  over  one 
hundred  and  eighty,  was  said  to  have 
won  a  funny  face  making  contest  when 
she  wasn't  even  playing.  But  Gerty 
realized  that  another  summer  wasted 
would  mean  a  perpetual  sentence  to 
the  company  of  the  haughty  spinsters 
who  sat  on  the  verandah  in  the  even- 
ings   and    remembered    when.       Dirty 


Smll  Matter 


Gerty  was  nearing  thirty.  She  was 
determined. 

Gerty's  method  of  campaigning  was 
to  follow  a  short  distance  behind 
Olivia  and  swoop  down  on  the  strag- 
glers. She  usually  chose  "Suds"  or 
Charlie. 

One  evening  the  five  were  rambling 
through  the  woods  after  dinner.  Gerty 
had  contributed  a  few  original  re- 
marks about  moonlight  being  wonder- 
ful and  twilight  being  the  most  senti- 
mental time  of  all.  By  skillful 
manoeuvering  she  had  managed  to  get 
Charlie  a  little  away  from  the  rest. 
Whereupon  she  sprained  her  ankle  and 
he  had  to  carry  her  back  to  the  hotel. 
From  that  date  Charlie  began  acting 
queerly. 

Two  days  later  she  persuaded 
"Suds"  to  paddle  her  out  to  Skeleton 
Island,  some  six  miles  away,  to  recover 
her  watch.  She  knew  the  dew  would 
ruin  it.  When  they  got  there  the 
watch  was  found  in  her  coat  pocket 
"all  the  time."  They  arrived  back  at 
the  hotel  just  too  late  for  the  dancing. 
That  was  when  "Suds"  started  drink- 
ing so  hard. 

Olivia  was  due  to  return  to  Ottawa 
the  following  Thursday  and  on  Wed- 
nesday evening  the  three  rivals  had 
managed  to  shake  Miss  Snell  and  were 
sitting  on  the  rocks  out  on  Pine  Point. 
To  say  that  it  was  a  beautiful  even- 
ing would  be  the  remark  of  an  un- 
imaginative wart-hog.  It  was  a  per- 
fect setting  for  love's  old  dream.  The 
moonlight  stretched  a  path  out  to 
where  the  islands  lay  dark  and  mys- 
terious. The  banjos  from  the  pavilion 
sent  palpitating  emotion  translated  into 
music  over  the  cove.  Everything  was 
going  beautifully  on  the  point.  The 
two  friends  had  secured  positions  on 
either  side  of  Olivia  and  Gus  was  dis- 
consolately chucking  pebbles  into  the 
water. 
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"Look  here,  Olivia,"  said  Charlie, 
"you're  going  home  to-morrow,  and  I 
think  we  ought  to ...  .  well ....  I  was 
just  saying  to  "Suds"  I  guess  you 
know  how  we  all  feel ....  that  is  to 
say — 

"That's  just  what  I  think,"  inter- 
rupted "Suds."  "We  might  as  well 
be  frank  about  it.  Charlie  and  I  and 
Gus  here,  well,  you  know  how  it  is." 

Gus  had  stopped  looking  for  a 
smooth  pebble  and  became  at  once  in- 
terested. 

"Olivia,"  he  said,  "suppose  you  let 
your  little  friends  go  up  and  enjoy 
themselves  dancing  while  we  take  a 
short  run  in  the  Sea  Maid." 

He  stepped  quickly  away  from  the 
brink.  He  wasn't  sure  that  Charlie 
intended  to  push  him  in  but  it  was 
better  to  be  careful. 

Olivia  looked  from  one  to  the  other 
and  all  three  knew  that  the  moment 
had  arrived. 

Just  then  there  was  a  shriek  for  help 
from  the  bay.  A  canoe  had  appar- 
ently upset.  A  woman  was  calling. 
Charlie  and  "Suds"  were  on  their 
feet.    Gus  watched  them. 

"Too  bad  I   can't  swim,"  he  said. 

The  other  two  had  slipped  off  their 
shoes  and  were  in  the  water  in  a  sec- 
ond. Several  lightning  strokes  brought 
them  to  the  victim.  It  was  Gerty.  She 
was  standing  on  the  sand  bar  in  about 
three  feet  of  water,  waiting.  The 
swimmers  returned  to  shore  alone. 

Olivia  and  the  Peters  man  were 
gone.  A  few  seconds  later  the  smooth 
purr  of  the  Sea  Maid  was  heard  leav- 
ing the  boat  house. 

"Suds"  looked  at  Charlie  and 
Charlie  looked  at  "Suds"  and  a  great 
understanding  grew  between  them.  To- 
gether they  swam  back  to  Gerty .... 

The  jury  had  recommended  mercy 
but  the  judge  was  fat  himself.  There 
was  quite  a  crowd  at  the  hanging. 
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SEEN  AT  THE    RACES 


THE  DUMB-BELLE 

"Is  that  the  horse  you  bet  on;  Two? 
My  Goodness,  then,  why  look  so  blue? 
I'm  positive  that  he's  the  best — 
Just  look,  he's  chasing  all  the  rest!" 


THE  FLAPPER 

"A  pot  of  rouge  upon  my  face 
And  I  am  dressed  for  any  race. 
I'll  watch  the  track  a  moment,  then, 
For  hours  I  will  watch  the  men." 


&4GP4t& 


THE  WIFE 
"I  know  though  I  may  be  obtuse. 
That  if  you  bet  you're  sure  to  lose. 
What's  that?    You  won!    Aren't  you 

a  dear, 
Just  hand  that  cash  right  over  here." 


THE  BETTING  LADY 
"This  track  is  crooked,  I  just  know  it — 
That  race — I  saw  the  jockey  throw  it. 
Please  call  the  police  or  something,  won't 

you. 
You  know  I  lost  two  dollars,  don't  you?" 
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let's!  iProfjtbtt  g>ometf)fng! 


]T  IS  said  that  the  Senate  will  kill  the  bill  at  present 
before  Parliament  which  would  prohibit  the  publica- 
tion of  racing  information,  race  results  and  tips.  If  this 
is  so  the  results  will  be  in  some  quarters  a  renewal  of  the 
agitation  for  the  abolition  of  the  Senate,  and  in  others  a 
renewal  of  the  confidence  which  is  generally  felt  in  the 
wisdom  of  that  body. 

Among  other  things  which  Canada  has  at  present  to 
contend  with  is  the  incubus  of  that  section  of  the  popula- 
tion who  are  doing  their  meddlesome  best  to  transform 
the  country  into  a  puritanical  paradise.  The  provinces, 
particularly  Ontario  have  had  their  fill  of  prohibitory, 
restrictive,  unenforcible  legislation.  To  put  on  the 
statute  books  another  law  which  large  numbers  of  people 
would  feel  perfectly  justified  in  breaking  would  seem, 
at  the  present  time,  to  be  extremely  foolish.  Just  be- 
cause there  is  a  law  against  it  a  man  will  not  believe 
that  buying  a  bottle  of  beer  or  a  copy  of  a  racing  form 
is  a  sin. 


The  altruistic  reformer  hardly  ever  mentions  the  tens 
of  thousands  of  dollars  a  day  that  the  government  derives 
from  race-tracks.  If  the  matter  is  brought  to  his  atten- 
tion he  replies  that  if  racing  was  put  out  of  business  by 
a  ban  on  the  publication  of  racing  information  the  people 
would  have  more  money,  greater  prosperity  would  result 
and  more  taxes  of  other  sorts  could  be  paid.  That,  ac- 
cording to  various  authorities,  is  a  lot  of  applesauce. 

Often  it  is  said  as  an  argument  for  its  restriction  that 
racing  is  unsound  economically.  This  means  just  about  as 
much  as  it  does  to  say  that  baseball  is  unsound  geomet- 
rically. It  costs  money  to  go  to  the  races  but  it  also- 
costs  money  to  indulge  in  almost  any  other  diversion  and 
amusement  including  golf,  motor  touring  and  the  movies. 

Canada  is  due  for  expansion.  In  fact,  as  everyone 
knows,  she  is  over-due.  Why  not  let  her  develop  natur- 
ally without  petty  irritations  and  hindrances.  There  is 
plenty  of  time  to  see  how  the  experiment  of  enforcing 
puritanism  by  legislation  works  out  elsewhere. 
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WELL,  IT'S  HOT  ENOUGH  THIS  SUMMER,  ANYWAY 


Reporter    (interviewing   centenarian) :     "And  you    have    actually   seen    one 
hundred  summers?" 

Centenarian:    "No,  about  twenty-five." 


A  Night  Errand 

Biffkins  was  quite  a  nervous  youth. 
He  was  also  bashful  and  very  slow 
on  the  take-up.  Hence  Gertie  was 
having  a  considerable  struggle  to  get 
him  to  come  around  to  what  she 
wanted.  They  were  dancing  at  a 
party,  and  Gertie,  also  being  nervous, 
was  wondering  how  she  was  going  to 
get  home.  She  was  no  beauty  and  no 
petter,  or  we  know  she  wouldn't  have 
been  wondering.  Biffkins  was  a  new 
acquaintance  to  her,  otherwise  her  line 
would  have  been  far,  far  different.  As 
it  was  she  was  appealing  to  his  chivalry 
by  explaining  what  a  dark  street  she 
lived  on  and  what  a  long,  lonely  walk 
it  was  for  a  girl  after  a  party.  Added 
to  that  the  area  in  which  she  dwelt  had 
recently  acquired  quite  a  reputation  for 
being  a  centre   for  holdups. 

Now  Biffkins  had  no  car,  and  no 
desire  to  hire  a  taxi  and  he  closed  his 
ears  tightly  to  all  the  hints  that  came 
his  way.  But  Gert.  was  desperate, 
there  were  only  two  more  dances  and 
she  had  neither  of  them  taken.  Finally 
in  desperation  she  asked  him  plump 
and  plain  to  escort  her  home.  In  des- 
pair Biffkins  capitulated,  his  heart  go- 
ing pit-pit-a-pat  instead  of  merely  pit- 
n-nat. 


Came  the  end  of  the  party  in  spite 
of  Biffkins'  prayers  to  the  contrary, 
and  he  and  she  began  their  long, 
lonely,  dark  walk.  (No,  this  party 
didn't  last  till  dawn — that  would  have 
spoilt  the  story.)    As  they  walked  she 


showed  him  here,  where  Mr.  Smith 
had  been  shot  for  refusing  to  hand  over 
quickly  enough  —  there,  where  Binks 
had  received  a  punch  in  the  jaw;  and 
so  on. 

By  the  time  they  reached  her  home 
Biffkins  was  a  nervous  wreck,  pure 
and  simple.  He  almost  pushed  her 
through  the  door  in  his  anxiety  to  get 
a  good  start  on  the  homeward  trip. 

Shaking  like  an  aspen  (or  is  it  an 
asp?),  or  something  shaky  anyway, 
he  had  just  gone  a  block  when  a  tough 
character  was  seen  to  be  approaching, 
and,  as  he  drew  nearer  Biffkins,  his 
hand  was  seen  (by  Biffkins,  of 
course)  to  sneak  stealthily  to  his  hip 
pocket.  A  cold  sweat  broke  out  all 
over  Biffkins  and  just  soaked  his 
underwear. 

Nearer  and  nearer  the  man  came. 
Biffkins  clutched  his  money  tightly 
and  as  the  man  reached  him  he  saw 
him  slowly  drawing  his  hand  from  his 
hip.  Biffkins  nearly  fainted,  but  re- 
membering why  others  had  been  shot, 
drew  all  his  money  and  his  watch  out 
and  pressed  it  into  the  thug's  hand, 
with,  "Here,  don't  shoot,  th-this  is  all 
I've  got."  Then,  following  a  blind 
impulse,  he  dashed  madly  away. 

"Well,  for  crying  out  loudly,"  said 
the    grammatical    night-watchman,    go- 

(Continued  on   page   S3) 


AT  THE  PEN  BALL  CAME 


"What's  the  matter.  Ike?    Are  you  chained  to   that  sack?" 


C9DLIN 


fertile  little  brain  and,  lo!  a  radical 
change  took  place. 

The  idea  came  to  Anastasia  while 
she  was  scanning  the  illustrated  supple- 
ment of  a  metropolitan  newspaper.  It 
came  quickly  and  she  acted  quxkly. 
She  left  for  parts  unknown  the  next 
morning,  merely  telling  her  tolerant  and 
trusting  parents  that  she  was  going  visit- 
ing. 

Nothing  was  heard  of  Anastasia  for 
three  weeks.  Her  father  and  mother 
were  just  becoming  a  bit  worried  about 
her  strange  silence  when  a  message 
arrived  concerning  her  whereabouts. 
The  message  came  in  the  illustrated 
supplement  of  a  metropolitan  news- 
paper. 

Right  in  the  centre  of  the  front  page 
was  an  attractive  picture  of  Miss  An- 
astasia Gumble  in  an  abbreviated  one- 
piece  bathing  costume.  She  was  reclin- 
ing, very  coyly,  on  a  sandy  beach  with 
a  big  sun  parasol  over  her.  There  was 
a  roguish  little  smile  on  her  face  and 
alluring  dimples  in  each  cheek  and  each 
rounded  knee.  In  all,  it  was  a  cap- 
tivating  scene. 

The  photograph  had  been  taken  at 
a  popular  watering-place  and  Anastasia 
was  described  as  being  one  of  the  most 
popular  members  of  the  younger  set 
stopping  there. 

Three  days  after  the  picture  ap- 
peared, Anastasia  returned  home.  The- 
news    of    her    arrival    spread    quickly.. 

(Continued  on  page  SS) 


It  Pays  to  Advertise 

Anastasia  Gumble  was  a  nice  girl 
but  the  trouble  was,  the  young  men 
in  the  town  in  which  she  resided  didn't 
know  it,  for  Anastasia  suffered  the  mis- 
fortune of  living  in  a  place  where  the 
female  eligibles  outnumbered  the  male 
prospects   by  nearly   two   to   one. 

Then  too,  Anastasia's  name  was 
against  her.  The  mere  mention  of  it 
made  strangers  shudder  apprehensively 
and  form  mental  pictures  of  a  fat  bro- 
mide in  old-fashioned  clothes  and 
bangs.  So  poor  Anastasia  unwillingly 
simulated  the  blushing  desert  flower 
and  wasted  her  maidenly  sweetness  on 
a  manless  atmosphere  until  she  reached 
the  mature  age  of  twenty-one,  then  one 
day  a  brilliant  idea  entered  Anastasia's 


"Do  you  know  the  Alaskan  National  Anthem?" 
"No." 

"What!    Have  you  never  heard  'Be  it  ever  so  humble  there's  no  place  like 
Nome?" 


15 


..tj 


Sea  Hair 
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Very  Sick:  (soliloquizing,  as  he  loses  his  false  teeth) :    "IVell,  judging  from  the  way  I  feel,  I  dorit  suppose  I  shall  require 
them  any  more." 


<» 


Expert  Assistance 
Small  Boy  (interrupting  solo) :  "Please  would  you  blow  up  my  waterwings?" 


And  That's  That 

Neighbour:  I  just  ran  in  to  tell  you 
that  your  cake  is  burning.  I  could 
smell  it  from  my   front  porch. 

Bride:  I  can't  help  it,  dear.  The 
recipe  book  says  it  must  stay  in  the 
oven  for  twenty-five  minutes  and  it's 
only  been  in  for  twenty. 


One  of  the   Crowd 

He:  I  came  back  from  the  golf 
links  last  night  chilled  to  the  bone. 

She:  What!  Didn't  you  wear  a 
hat? 


The   Philanthropist 

The  great  man  sent  his  heartiest 
wishes  and  a  basket  of  fruit  to  every 
family  in   the   community. 

The  next  day,  he  announced  his  in- 
tention of  entering  politics. 
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The  Personnel  of  Any 
Summer   Hotel 

Four  large  young  ladies  out  to  catch 
the  masculine  eye  with  voluminous 
wearing  apparel. 

Two  lissome  young  ladies  out  to 
catch  the  masculine  eye  without  volum- 
inous wearing  apparel. 

One  bright  but  tired  young  man 
who  works  hard  eleven  months  in  the 
year. 

Six  brightly  attired  young  men  who 
work  father  eleven  months  in  the  year. 

Four  mismated  couples,  according 
to  front  porch  gossip. 

Four  people  with  lurid  pasts,  ac- 
cording to  front  porch  gossip. 

Two  unassuming  papas,  summoned 
to  write  cheques. 

One  dozen  assorted  females,  who 
knit  and  yarn. 

Half  dozen  assorted  males,  who  sit 
and  yawn. 

One  boundless  collection  of  catch- 
penny artists  and  brigands,  disguised 
as  waiters,  bellboys  and  the  like. 

Several  large  herds  of  infuriated 
mosquitoes, 

— T.  S.  Repplier. 

*  *       * 

To  Jennie 

Never,  I  think,  has  anybody  seen 
Feet  quite  so  tiny,  dainty,  deftly  made, 
Nor  e'er  in  Tyre  or  Nineveh  have  been 
Eyes   quite   so    full    of    sorrow,    never 

maid 
Having  no  lover,  lone,  disconsolate, 
Met  me  with  such  indifference  as  you, 
Who  slowly  cracked  your  peanut  shells 

and  ate. 
Most  blase  monkey  in  the  whole  darn 

zoo! 

*  *       • 

Equipment  for  a  Week  End 
Party 

At  the  Fitzgibbles:  Three  stand- 
up  collars,  two  batwing  ties,  one  handy 
manual  of  croquet,  one  monocle,  half 
dozen  issues  of  the  Little  Review,  one 
package  of  Milos,  Roget's  Thesaurus, 
one  pair  of  dove-colored  spats,  one 
copy  of  any  work  by  Ring  Lardner  for 
night  reading  as  an  antidote. 

At  the  Caslon-Cabbles:  Three 
pipes,  one  pound  of  tobacco,  package 
of  throat  ease  tablets,  one  pair  of  ear 
muffs. 


Father:    "Failed  in  your  examination  again!    What's  the  excuse  this  timer' 
Son:    "lYell,  what  could  you  expect?    They  set  the  same  silly  questions!" 


At  the  Humpley's:  One  pair  of 
riding  breeches,  one  set  of  boxing 
gloves,  one  bathing  suit,  one  pair  of 
running  shoes,  one  bottle  of  iodine,  two 
yards  of  bandages,  one  pair  of  crutches 
or  wheel  chair. 

At  the  Shakers:  Three  of  the  latest 
dance  records,  five  pounds  of  choc- 
olates, one  pair  of  dancing  shoes,  one 
copy  of  the  Live  Wire,  one  copy  of 
Indian  Love  Lyrics,  half  dozen  as- 
sorted class  and  society  pins,  one 
heavy  line,  one  pair  of  opera  glasses, 
sixty  dollars,  one  pair  of  pink  pyjamas. 

At  the  DrinkwelFs:  One  cork- 
screw, one  bottle  of  Bromo  Seltzer. 


Lines  to  Modern  Ladies  in  the 
Medieval    Manner 

( To   Florence) 

Fair  Florence  is  a  clever  lass — 

Designs  things  in  a  shop — 
Weaves  pretty,  gorgeous  nets  to  catch 
The  passers   by  that  stop. 
And  each  opines 
That  her  designs 
Are  quite  the  thing.    They  say,  "She's 

clever ! 
Such     lines.      Such     color.      Well,     I 

never!" 
So  Flo's  designs  are  quite  the  vogue — 
But  she,  herself!    The  little  rogue! 


For  months  on  end  I've  tried  to  make 

her 
Mine.    How  quick  I'd  take  her! 
But  she  first  says  yes,  and  then  says  no, 
She  nods  her  head  like  a  stop  and  go, 
How  much  I'd  give  could  I  only  know 
Fair   Flo's  designs! 

— W.  K.  Zeigfeld,  Jr. 

*  *       * 

"What's  in  a  Name?" 

What  a  curious  thing  life  was!  the 
young  fellow  thought  to  himself.  Irish- 
stew,  he  reflected,  was  a  dish  unheard 
of  in  Ireland;  German  silver  was  not 
silver  in  the  least;  Brazilian  grass  did 
not  even  grow  in  Brazil,  nor,  in  fact, 
was  it  grass  at  all.  Sealing  wax  did 
not  contain  a  single  particle  of  wax; 
whale-bone  was  in  no  sense  a  form  of 
bone ;  and  rice  paper  was  not  made 
from  rice,  but  from  the  pith  of  hollow- 
plant,  known  as  Tung-tsau.  Surely 
things  were  not  what  they  appeared  to 
be.  Indeed,  names  meant  absolutely 
nothing.  And  he  began  to  think  of  the 
girl  who  had  told  him  he  was  the  only 
one  in  all  the  world  she  could  ever 
love — the  girl  he  had  discovered,  the 
very  next  day,  kissing  Tommy  Spiffle- 
son.    Her  name  was  Fidelity. 

*  *       * 

"My  wife  writes  me  that  she  is  all 
unstrung;  what  shall  I  do?" 
"Send  her  a  wire." 
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The  Funny  Story 

"Have  you  heard  the  one  about 
the  colored  porter  and  the  old  lady  on 
the  train?"  asked  Jones,  puffing  on  a 
long,  twisted  cigar. 

"You  mean  the  one  in  which  the 
conductor  says — ?"  I  began,  but  he 
interrupted  me. 

"No.  You're  thinking  of  the  one 
about  the  traveling  salesman  in  the 
upper  berth." 

"And  the  old  lady  tells  the  trav- 
eling salesman — -" 

"It  doesn't  have  to  be  a  traveling 
salesman,"  Jones  explained.  "As  a 
matter  of — " 

"I  know,"  I  told  him,  "but  I've 
forgotten  what  happens  after  the  con- 
ductor— " 

"Say,  you're  getting  the  two  stor- 
ies jumbled.  One's  about  an  old  lady 
in  an  upper  berth  and — " 

"She  thinks  the  conductor  is  some- 
one else  when — " 

"No,  you're  all  mixed  up,"  Jones 
cried.  "It's  like  this.  The  porter  says 
to  the  conductor  ■ —  I  mean  the  old 
lady:  'Is  yoh  gettin'  off  at  the  nex' 
station?'    and    she    thinks    he    says — " 

"I've  got  you  now,"  I  broke  in. 
"She  thinks  he's  the  fellow  that — " 

"No,  that's  the  traveling  salesman 
story." 

"Well,  what  happens  when  the  old 
lady  asks  the  porter  the  name  of  the 
station?" 

"Why,  he — er — tells  her  —  No, 
that's  not  right,"  stumbled  Jones.  I 
seem  to  forget  just  how  it  does  end. 
Anyway,  it's  an  awfully  funny  story." 

— C.  G.  5. 

*      *      * 

The  Smoking  Car  Talkers 

A  guy's  gotta  put  up  with  an  awful 
lot  these  days  an'  I  claim  it's  the 
women's  to  blame. 

You  said  it. 

Yeah!  Tain't  like  it  used  to  be. 
You  take  my  old  mother  for  instance. 
Sweetest  little  ol'  lady  y'ever  saw.  An' 
do  you  catch  her  wearin'  these  here 
knickers  an*  all?'  Not  her.  These 
here  modern  women  is  upsettin'  every- 
thing. 

You    said   it,    George. 

Take,  now,  this  here  new  beer. 
Who've  we  got  to  thank  for  that. 
Fred?  Who've  we  got  to  thank  for 
that?    I  ask  you  now. 

You    said   it,    George. 


"How  do  you  gel  to  Hamilton?" 

"Y-y-youll  gel  there  b-b-b-before  I  c-c-c-c-could  l-l-l-t-t-lell  you!" 


An'  look  at  the  way  they're  cuttin' 
men  outa  all  the  good  jobs.  Look  at 
the  women  crooks!  Why,  I  hear 
they're  even  gonna  have  women  scav- 
engers in  Schenectady  or  some  place. 
What's  the  world  comin'  to? 

Surest  thing  y'know. 

Now  my  idea  is  us  men  should  get 
together  an'  give  'em  some  o'  their  own 
medicine.  Boycott  'em,  says  I,  an' 
then  where'd  they  be?  Then  where'd 
they ....  Say,  did  you  see  that  blonde 
on  the  station  platform?  Guess  I'll 
get  off  here. 

You  said  it,  George. 

— Alden  Daniels. 
*       *       * 

Villanelle 

I  had  a  lot  of  things  to  say 

If  I  should  meet  her  anywhere 

And   so   I    said,    "It's   warm   to-day." 


I  thought  I'd  tell  her  of  the  way 
The  sunlight  had  upon  her  hair ; 
I  had  a  lot  of  things  to  say. 

Her   eyes,   I.  thought  were  bright   and 

gay 

And  yet  there  seemed  a  sadness  there — 
And  so  I  said,  "It's  warm  to-day." 

I  only  prayed  that  she  might  stay 
And  listen  while  I  spoke  her  fair ; 
I  had  a  lot  of  things  to  say. 

I  had  composed  a  roundelay 

In  which  I  sang  her  beauty  rare — 

And  so  I  said,  "It's  warm  to-day." 

The  eloquence  that  in  me  lay 
I    felt   must   lay   my   passion   bare. 
I  had  a  lot  of  things  to  say, 
And  so  I  said,  "It's  warm  to-day!" 

— Alden  Daniels. 


What  Prohibition  Accomplished 


1910  1915  I9Z0  1925 

Diagram  showing  the  per  capita  consumption  of  liquor  in  Canada  for  four  years. 
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The  Doe  With  the  Dazzling 
Dance 

In    the    frozen    north    when    the    moon 

lies  hid 
The  stars'  dim  rays  enhance 
The  strange  delight  of  a   rabbit  white 
Who  does  a  delectable  dance. 

She  trips,   soft  shoe,   as  rabbits  do, 

With   never  a  tell-tale  sound 

And    her    style    is    gay    though    a    bit 

risque 
And  the  bucks   all   gather   'round. 

Now   there   isn't   a    burrow   in   all    the 

north 
Where  it's  safe  for  a  rabbit  man 
To  mention  her  but  I  rather  infer 
That  they  dream  of  her  wild  can-can. 

For    once    a    buck    with    the    darndest 

luck. 
Ill-starred  by  the  Goddess  Chance, 
Left  his  wife  in  the  lurch  and  went  in 

search 
Of  the  doe  with  the  dazzling  dance. 

Oh,  his  heart  beat   fast  as  he  hustled 

past 
And  his  powder-puff  tail  went  twitch 
As  he  came  to  the  break  at  the  edge 

of  the  lake 
And  the  night  was  dark  as  pitch. 

Then    the    moonlight,    cupped    in    an 

amber  cloud, 
Brimmed,  spilled  and  began  to  flow 
With     a     mystical,     musical,     tinkling 

sound 
Over  the  ivory  snow. 

And  a  cottontail   rabbit  neglecting  his 

wife 
On  a  doubtful,  nocturnal  parade 
Was  caught  in  the  open  and  ran   for 

his  life 
I  0  the  ominous  forest  shade. 

But    the   woods   are   full   of   eyes   that 

gleam 
And  brains  behind  that  think 
(Though  there's  never  a  sound  but  the 

trickling  stream 
Where  the  eyes  slink  down  to  drink). 

The    forest   stirred    and    a    shriek    was 

heard 
And  red  drops  stained  the  snow 
And    terrible    fears    assailed    the    ears 
Of  the  daring,  delectable  doe. 
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But  time  heals  grief  and  it's  my  belief 
That  the  bucks  still  take  a  chance 
And    scamper    away    to    the    graceful, 

gay, 
White  doe  with  the  dazzling  dance. 

— /.  E.  McD. 

*      *      « 

"Money  talks,  they  say.    What  lan- 
guage does  it  speak?" 
"Czech,  of  course!" 


To    Sadie,    Now    Sydelle 

I  see  your  name  is  now  Sydelle ; 

It  once  was  simply  Sadie, 
A  cognomen  I  liked ;  but,  well    .    .    . 
I  see  your  name  is  now  Sydelle ; 
And  yet  it  cannot  change  the  spell 

I'm  under,   luring  lady. 
I  see  your  name  is  now  Sydelle ; 

It  once  was  simply  Sadie. 

— Henry  Harrison. 
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Tobacco  Magnate:  "For  two  hundred  of  these  cigar  bands  We  give  away  a 
gramophone." 

Victim  (with  feeling):  "Good  heavens!  If  I  smoked  two  hundred  of  these 
I  should  want  a  harp." 


Dear   Enemy 

Lines  suggested  by  a  visit  to  the  Armouries. 
JNSTRUCTOR  BLANK,  of  Warrant  Rank, 

How  you  love  to  shout  and  swank. 
Though  you  fed  me  to  the  ears, 
I've  really  missed  you  all  these  years. 
Missed  your  boots  of  Seven  Leagues, 
Lifting  us  above  fatigues. 
Until  our  tasks  were  made  sublime — 
Swettin'  pretty  all  the  time. 

Now  in  my  civilian  ease. 

Strolling  past  the  Armouries, 

I   watch,  almost  with  envy,  how 

Your  crowd  of  dumbells  halt  and  "Chow" — 

I  recall  with  feelings  glum, 

How  you  gobbled  up  our  rum. 

Like  death,  our  ration  used  to  be 

Swallowed  up  in   Victory. 

I  wonder  just  how  long  you'd  give 
Our  Tortoise-Shelled  Executive 
To  ascertain  a  file  that's  blank, 
Or  move  in  echelon  to  a  flank. 
Not  all  the  infant  prodigies 
From  World-Beating  Los  Angeles 
Can  equal  you  as  Conqueror — 
Sergeant-major,   "As  you  were." 

— Wilfrid  Heighington. 


On  the  Past 

When  we  begin  using  wrinkle  re- 
mover, and  scan  the  daily  death  col- 
umns, and  avoid  looking  in  the  direc- 
tion of  undertaking  parlors,  we  com- 
mence to  realize  that  the  flush  of 
youth  is  beyond  our  grasp — that  the 
years  are  drifting  by  and,  with  them, 
most  of  our  illusions.  Then  will  we 
likewise  begin  to  reflect,  to  reminisce, 
to  regret. 

It  is  not  the  chances  that  failed  that 
we  regret  most  keenly,  but  our  failure 
to  take  the  chances  that  subsequently 
succeeded.  The  possibilities  that  were, 
are  alas!  no  more.  The  opportunities 
of  yesterday  are  merely  facts  of  yes- 
terday. 

Why  didn't  we  make  the  most  of 
things?  we  ask  ourselves  afterward; 
why  didn't  we  pluck  the  rose  while 
the  bloom  was  still  upon  it?  The  an- 
swer is  nearly  always  curiously  un- 
satisfactory. Still,  we  would  not  have 
missed  the  show  for  anything,  though 
memories  and  experiences  so  often  be 
the  sole  results.  The  optimist  tells 
himself  he  will  profit  by  the  errors  of 
the  past.  The  pessimist  wonders  how 
much  greater  the  errors  of  the  future 
will  be.  The  fatalist  feels  convinced 
that,  come  what  may,  it  could  not  pos- 
sibly have  been  otherwise. 

— John   Torcross 


Guest:     "Do  you  serve  lobsters?" 
Waiter:    "Yes  sir.    What  will  you  have?" 
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We:  Where's  everybody  going? 
They:  Nowhere. 

We:  Then  why  the  sad  farewells? 
They:  Much  adieu  about  nothing. 


-Purple  Cow. 


A  Misleading  Hand 

Voice  from  next  room — -"A  pair  of  queens." 
Fair   and  warmer    (in   unison) — "Oh,    I   do   believe 
that  they  are  peeking  through  the   transom." 

— Virginia  Reel. 

*       *       * 

Soph — "May  I  cut  in?" 

Aristocratic  Dame  (dancing  with  Colonel) — "How 
dare  you,  sir!  Don't  you  know  better  than  to  cut  in  on 
an  officer?" 

Subdued  Soph — "Beg  pardon,  madam.  I  thought 
the  Colonel  was  stuck." 

—  Texas  A.   &  M.  Battalion. 


Dentist — You  have  acute  pyorrhea. 
Delicia — Sir!     How  dare  you? 

- — Williams  Purple  Cow. 


Diplomas 

The  diploma  consists  of  a  large  rectangle,  composed 
of  cheapskin,  several  quarts  of  ink  and  a  ribbon.  Funda- 
mentally, they  do  not  mean  anything.  Practically,  they 
mean  ten  (10)  dollars.  Diplomas  are  sold  to  college 
people  after  they  have  attended  the  college  proms  for 
four  years.  A  diploma  signifies  that  the  recipient  has 
successfully  completed  a  terrific  engagement  with  the  col- 
lege professors,  although  it  does  not  guarantee  that  the 
holder  will  ever  be  the  same.  These  diplomas  are  given 
to  two  classes  of  people: 

a.  intelligent  people, 

b.  athletes. 

The  ink  is  to  announce  to  the  world  that  status  of 
the  holder.  Nobody  can  read  the  words.  This  is  for  the 
purpose  of  obviating  the  embarrassment  incident  to  the 
revelations  made  by  the  diploma.  The  ribbon  is  a  gift 
from  the  school.  — Sniper. 

*  *       * 

The  Bride  (at  telephone)  :  "Oh  John,  do  come  home! 
I've  mixed  the  plugs  in  some  way.  The  radio  is  all 
covered  with  frost  and  the  electric  ice-box  is  singing 
'Way  Out  West  in  Kansas.'  " 

— Life. 

*  *       * 

Jimmy  giggled  when  the  teacher  read  the  story  of  the 
Roman  who  swam  across  the  Tiber  three  times  before 
breakfast. 

"You  don't  doubt  that  a  trained  swimmer  could  do 
that,  do  you  Jimmy?"  the  teacher  demanded. 

"No,  ma'm,"  answered  Jimmy,  "but  I  wondered  why 
he  didn't  make  it  four  times  and  get  back  to  the  side 
his  clothes  were  on."  — Penn.  Punch  Bowl. 


She:  "I  was  told  you  were  a  bigamist." 
He:  "Oh  no,  I  never  make  the  same,  mistake  twice." 

— Mercury. 
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Cogo:  "IVhat  were  Columbus'  reasons  for  discovering  America?" 

Stopstop:  "He  wanted  to  find  a  short  route  to  the  Indies." 

Cogo:  "Hell!    Why  didnt  he  wait  till  they  finished  the  Panama  Canal?" 


— Record. 


People  always  laugh  loudest,  in  the 
theatre,  at  a  joke  that  is  off-color, 
from  which  it  is  quite  easy  to  conclude 
that  the  reformers  have  still  a  hard  task 
in  front  of  them.  — Brown  Jug. 


"Did  you  open  the  windows  wide?" 
"You   bet    I    did!     Pulled    the   top 
half  all  the  way  down  and  pushed  the 
bottom  half  all  the  way  up." 

—  Western. 


— Sun  Dial. 


Rain   Song 

It  was  in  London  that  they  met, 

Fiddle  de  rol  de  riddle, 
As  it  was  raining,  the  night  was  wet. 

Fiddle  de  rol  de  ri. 
"May   I   help  you,   pretty    Miss?"   he 

said. 
"I'll  hold  my  umbrella  over  your  head; 
You'll    get    home,    not    wet,    but    dry, 
instead." 

Fiddle  de  rol  de  riddle. 

Like  a  kn:ght  of  old  with  a  lady  fair. 

Fiddle  de  rol  de  riddle, 
He  escorted  her  home  to  her   father's 
lair. 
Fiddle  de  rol  de  ri. 
"I  owe  you  something.  Sir,"  she  lisped; 
So     'neath     the    umbrella     there    they 

kissed. 
And  he   added   her   name   to   his   tele- 
phone list. 
Fiddle  de  rol  de  ro. 

— Scarlet  Saint. 
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The  Telegraph  Operator 
Makes  Love  to  His  Sweetheart 

Operator:  "/  like  in  imp  L  like  in 
lake  0  like  in  over  V  like  in  very 
E  like  in  enough  V  like  in  yesterday 
O  like  in  only  U  like  in  up.  B  like 
in  but  E  like  in  Esther  M  like  in 
Michigan  /  like  in  itinerary  N  like  in 
never  E  like  in  Europe.  M  like 
in  money  A  like  in  all  R  like 
in  rube  R  like  in  restaurant  Y 
like  in  yearning  M  like  in  mama  E 
like  in  extra,  A  like  in  after  N  like  in 
nor  D  like  in  detest  /  like  in  ion  W  like 
in  work  /  like  in  Illinois  L  like  in  love 
L  like  in  light  C  like  in  go  /  like  in 
India  V  like  in  vendor  E  like  in  Ed- 
ward Y  like  in  Yukon  O  like  in  on  U 
like  in  undone  A  like  in  as  TV  like  in 
nut  Y  like  in  young  T  like  in  two  H 
like  in  heaven  /  like  in  Iowa  TV  like  in 
nickle  C  like  in  grand  Y  like  in  yellow 
O  like  in  over  U  like  in  until  R  like 
in  ram  H  like  in  home  E  like  in  ex- 
cuse A  like  in  after  R  like  in  run  T 
like  in  tall  D  like  in  dumb  E  like   in 


-Hi^\ 


<r 


Somebody  Stole  My  Cal. 


-Hogan's    A'ley. 


"Good     morning     Mrs.     O'Connor, 
and  is  Pat  at  home?" 


"Sure,  and  where  are  your  eyes, 
either  5  like  in  shoot  /  like  in  iota  R  Dinty  Murphy?  Isn't  that  his  shirt 
like  in  rubber  E  like  in  everyone  S  like  hangin'  in  front  of  ye  on  the  line?" 
in  smooth."  Sun  Dial.  Yale  Record. 


^a&. 


She:  "I  wonder  who  invented  that  superstition  about  Friday  being  an  unlucky 
day." 

He:  "Oh,  some  poor  fish." 

- — Humorist. 


Which? 

Note  from  the  Heckville  Bugle: 
"Our  distinguished  citizen.  Colonel 
Guzzler,  the  Civil  War  veteran,  re- 
cently celebrated  the  fiftieth  anniver- 
sary of  his  marriage.  The  colonel  tells 
some  interesting  stories  of  the  great 
conflict."  — Frivol. 

*       *       * 

College  student  got  shipped  because 
he  took  too  many  books  from  the 
Library.  College  students  get  shipped 
sometimes  because  they  don't  take  any 
books  from  the  Library.  "It's  a  great 
life  if  you  don't  weaken." 

— Carolina  Buccaneer. 


And   Three's   a   Blooming   Mob 

Mrs.  Jones  could  only  find  two  aisle 
seats  in  the  theatre — one  behind  the 
other.  Wishing  to  have  her  sister  next 
to  her  she  turned  and  cautiously  sur- 
veyed the  man  in  the  next  seat.  Final- 
ly she  leaned  over  and  timidly  ad- 
dressed him: 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  but  are  you 
alone?" 

The  man,  without  turning  his  head 
the  slightest,  but  twisting  his  mouth 
around  and  shielding  it  with  his  hand, 
muttered: 

"Cut  it  out,  kid — cut  it  out!  My 
wife's  with  me!"  — Punch  Bowl. 
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Christmas,  according  to  the  best  available  reports,  is  coming 
again  this  year.  However,  the  authorities  are  taking  all  pre- 
ventive measures  possible,   so  the  best   may  be  hoped  for. 


Ignace      Zbancwkziewicz,       well 
known    Pole   vaulter. 


(Below)  This  little-known  celebrity  hates  publicity.  T.  Mix,  one  of  Los 
Angeles  most  prominent  citizens,  hates  to  have  his  picture  taken.  It  is  said 
to  be  practically  impossible  to  get  him  to  pose  and  the  picture  here  shown 
is  one  of  the  few  in  existence. 


Georges  Champs,  French  visitor  to  Toronto, 
who  was  beaten  up  and  robbed  recently  by 
thugs.  When  interviewed,  Mr.  Champs  said: 
"Honi  soit  qui  mal  y  pense.  (My  coat  was 
stolen  but    I've  got   my  pants.") 
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»    w.uld  believe  that  this   is  a  picture  of  Thomas 
Edison    and    the    Duke    of     Buccleugh    shaking 
nd»  on    the  occasion    of  the   opening   of   the    1925 
wing   Season. 
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The  New  Yorker 

The    Hunt 

An  Episode   in   the  Motorized 

Millennium 

It  was  early  in  the  morning — the  late 
milkmen  were  still  about — that  the 
huntsmen  in  their  scarlet  cars  assembled 
at  a  downtown  rendezvous.  The  city 
was  quiet,  its  streets  deserted  as  usual. 
But  that  was  no  indication  that  a  good 
day's  sport  was  not  in  store.  It  was 
just  the  fine  weather  to  catch  a  strong, 
fast  pedestrian  away  from  his  lair. 

Soon  the  Master  of  Motorcycles 
rode  up  with  his  snorting,  popping  pack. 
They  fairly  quivered  to  be  off.  He 
must  indeed  be  an  agile  jay-walker 
who    could    double    back    on    them    or 


shake  them  off  his  trail  once  the  view 
halloo   was   given. 

The  master  of  the  Hunt  blew  a 
blast  on  an  old  fashioned  automobile 
horn.  Claxons  echoed  him  in  a  mighty 
chorus.  With  a  grinding  of  gears, 
they  were  off. 

Back  from  the  van  came  the  well 
known  hunt.ng  cry,  "Tally  ho!"  A 
crafty  old  pedestrian  had  been  viewed 
trying  to  sneak  across  the  street.  The 
music  of  the  pack  rose.  Every  hunts- 
man stepped  on  his  gas.  "Tally  ho!" 
they   shouted;    likewise,    "Allay-oop!" 

It  was  a  great  run.  Such  a  foxy, 
determined  pedestrian  was  seldom 
started,  for  the  city  had  nearly  been 
hunted  out  before  true  motoring  sports- 


men had  established  game  laws.  Up 
alley,  down  lane  he  dashed.  He 
hurdled  stoops  and  benches.  He  shyly 
tried  to  elude  his  pursuers  by  lurking 
for  a  time  on  sidewalks  and  safety 
isles,  but  the  minute  he  stepped  off  they 
were  at  his  heels.  Never  was  such  a 
ruse  as  his  lope  through  a  small  park 
where  many  of  the  huntsmen  came  a 
copper  when  their  mounts  refused  trees. 

Just  as  the  motorcycles  were  upon 
him,  he  dived  down  a  subway  entrance. 
'"Gone  to  earth!"  the  huntsmen 
groaned. 

But  recovering  their  spirits,  they 
shouted  after  the  gallant  pedestrian: 

"Well  run,  old  fox!  Get  you  next 
time!"  — Fairfax  Downey. 
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nob 
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you  in  an/ 
way. . . 


They  re  satisfied- 
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FOR  MAN,  BEAST   b-  COLLEOE    BOY 

Claude  Gldbber,     English 
bank  cashier  who  came  to 
America  after  lifting  5000 
English  pounds.   Mr.  Clobber 
says/ My  splendid 
torso  is  due  entirely 
to  my  love  of  beer/ 
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-Chaparral. 
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Not   Familiar 

The  teacher  was  doing  her  very 
best  to  instil  the  rudiments  of  natural 
history  into  her  young  charges.  She 
held  up  before  them  the  picture  of  a 
deer,  but  no  one  could  tell  her  what 
it  was.  "Now,  Tommy,"  she  said, 
pointing  to  one  small  boy,  "surely  you 
know  what  ths  animal  is  called.  Come 
now,  think.  What  does  your  mother 
sometimes  call  your  father?"  The 
child's  eyes  beamed  with  intelligence. 
"Well,  mum,"  he  said  haltingly,  "it 
don't  look  much  like  a  p:g  to  me." 

—  The  Tatler. 

*  *       * 

Breaking    the    Silence 

Mrs.  Suburb:  "Your  husband  al- 
ways dresses  so  quietly." 

Mrs.  Next-Door:  "Oh,  does  he? 
You  ought  to  hear  him  when  he  loses 
his  collar  stud!"  — Kansas  City  Star. 

*  *       * 

He:    "May  I  call  upon  you?" 

She:     "Of   course  not." 

He:  "Oh,  I  didn't  mean  to-night. 
I  meant  some  cold,  rainy  night  when  I 
couldn't  go  anywhere  else." 

— Ranger. 


"To 


::>/' 


— Ranger. 


Labour-Saving 

"Sambo,    ah    reckon    we    ought    to 
git  dat  las'  bale  o'  cotton  on  dis  boat 
fo'  sundown." 

"Shuh!  Wait  a  while,  big  boy. 
Mebbe  de  boss  be  long  an'  git  mad 
an'  frow  it  at  us."  — Life. 

*       *       * 
The  radio  fan  had  at  last  succeeded 
in   picking  up  station  OZP  of  Rome, 
when  the  dog  started   to  howl   mourn- 
fully.   The  fan  listened  as  hard  as  he 
could.     He  heard.     Ha!    what  did  he 
"In   Korea    they    behead   lunatics."      care  if  the  dog  howled.    For,  says  he, 
"Oh,   they   take   the  Weak  end  off,      "Over  the  yelps  lies  Italy." 
^■J*'  — Froth.  —Chaparral. 


Slack   Business 

A  citizen  who  owned  a  pawnshop 
took  out  a  fire  insurance  policy.  The 
same  day  a  blaze  broke  out  that  de- 
stroyed  the   building   and   its   contents. 

The  insurance  company  tried  in  vain 
to  find  sufficient  grounds  to  refuse 
payment,  and  was  obliged  to  content 
itself  with  the  following  letter  ap- 
pended  to  the  cheque: 

"Dear  Sir, — We  note  that  your 
policy  was  issued  at  ten  o'clock  on 
Thursday  morning  and  that  the  fire 
did  not  occur  until  three-thirty.  Why 
this  unseemly   delay?" 

« — American  Legion   Weekly 
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New  England  Boiled  Dinner 


-Lord  Jeff. 


Too  Risky 

Agent:  "You  had  better  let  me  fill  in  that  insurance 
form  for  you,  Rastus." 

Rastus:    "No,  sah,  boss;  I's  not  too  safe  at  home  as 

it  is,  sah."  — Libertarian. 

*       *       * 

It's  a   Lapis   Lazuli! 

"Out  in  North  Dakota,  where  cyclones  are  cyclones," 
writes  Ambrose  Glutz,  author  of  those  old  favorites: 
"Ain't  There  at  Least  One  Gentleman  Here?" — "Why 
Can't  I  Play  in  the  Ash  Heap?" — "If  a  Look  Could 
Kill,"  etc.,  "the  Rotary  boys  are  advertising  for  a  big 
boosting  song  for  the  State.    You  know  what  songs  of 


What's   Wrong   With   This  Picture? 

— Purple  Parrot. 

this  kind  have  done  for  Mississippi,  Alabama,  Cali- 
fornia, Georgia,  Indiana,  etc.  Below  is  the  refrain  of 
the  song  I  am  sending  on  and,  if  I  do  say  it  myself  as 
shouldn't,  I  honestly  believe  I  am  giving  them  something 
Big  and  Beautiful.  What  do  you  say?  You  know  a 
gem  when  you  see  one. 

"REFRAIN 
"Give  me  again  those  days  in  North  Dakota, 

And  I  vow  I'd  linger  there  forever  more. 
Let  folks  who  wish  to,  live  in  Minnesota 

Or  Wisconsin  with  its  Great  Lake  shore. 
But  MY  heart  is  yearning;  MY  thoughts  are  turning 

To  that  State  of  States  where  nature  seems  so  grand. 
Most  every  day  you'll  hear  me  say,   "I'm  learning 
It's  North  Dakota  I  wanta  go  to, 

For,  that's  MY  OWN  HOME  LAND." 

—N.    Y.    World. 


Coon-skin  Coat 


-Record, 
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Henry  VIII.  desires  to  see  the  heads  of  all  committees. 


-V oo  Doo. 


Lady — "Why   have   they   left   all   the   monkeys   out   of   their 


cages 


V* 


Zoo   Attendant — "Holiday,    mum.     This   is   Darwin's   birth- 
day." — Chaparral. 

*       *       * 

Nearly  every  man  is  a  firm  believer  in  heredity  until  his  son 
flunks  out  of  college.  Denver  Parrakeel. 

Policeman    (to    woman    driver) — "Hey,    you!     What's    the 
matter?" 

Woman  (in  traffic  jam) — "Well,  you  see  I  just  had  my  car 
washed,  and  I  can't  do  a  thing  with  it."  —Times. 


Motorist    (to    farmer) — "Did    a    truck    pass    here  about    an 
hour  ago?" 

Farmer — "Scotch  or  rye?"  — Life. 

*  * 

Eloper    (when    ladder    broke    and    he    crashed    to  porch)  — 
"Horrors,  darling,  do  you  think  your  folks  heard  this?" 

She — "No,   dear,    I'm  the  only   one  home."  Lyre 


Orientation 

"Before  Prohibition,"  said  the  girl  at  the  switchboard  in  the 
big  hotel,  "I  would  sometimes  get  a  ring  from  a  room  upstairs 
and  a  husky  voice  would  ask,  'Say,  what's  the  name  of  this 
hotel?'  Now,  I  sometimes  get  a  ring  and  the  same  kind  of  a 
husky  voice  asks,  'Say,  what's  the  name  of  this  city?'  '  — Life. 

*       *       * 

She — "Now,  what  are  you  stopping  for?" 
He — "I've  lost  my  bearings." 

She — "Well,  at  least  you  are  original.  Most  fellows  run  out 
of  gasoline."  — Outlaw. 


7   Mao'RE     ) 

O  0                * 

■^■T^0/ 

9       ,^>*— "*-- 

V     ) 

M^l2t 

J 

<  haparral. 


30 


G9BLIN 


ll  i 


MM  'ah-  $y*> 


Juliet:  "What  a  pity  it  is  that  handsome  men  are 
always  conceited." 

Romeo:    "Not  always,  little  girl.    I  am  not." 

— Yellow  Crab. 

The  Lady  and  the  Alienist 

""PHE  doctor  requested  that  his  name  be  not  disclosed, 
for  reasons  which  will  appear  presently,  so  the   fact 
that  he  is  one  of  the  town's  most  noted  alienists  needs 
must  be  accepted  on  our  say-so. 

A  lady,  to  all  appearances,  came  to  his  office  in 
great  agitation  one  day  last  week  and  haltingly  told  the 
alienist  that  her  husband — a  junior  member  of  a  local 
firm  of  jewelers,  she  said — had  been  acting  rather 
strangely  of  late.  Could  the  doctor  receive  her  husband 
next  forenoon  and  advise  as  to  his  condition?  The  hour 
suggested  was  not  his  usual  time  for  consultations,  but 
the  doctor  consented. 

Next  morning  at  ten  the  lady  popped  in  on  the  alienist 
and  murmured  that  her  husband  would  be  along  in  a  few 
minutes.  She  would  wait  in  the  reception  room  for  him. 
Presently,  she  burst  again  into  the  doctor's  consulting 
room,  seemingly  greatly  agitated,  and  informed  him 
that  her  husband  was  unusually  violent  that  morn  ng. 
Would  the  doctor  see  him  alone  and — well,  she  was 
afraid  her  husband  might  become  violent — and  could 
she  leave  through  another  door?  The  doctor  escorted  the 
lady  out,  telling  her,  in  parting,  not  to  worry,  as  all 
would  be  well. 


It  was  a  strange  case,  indeed.  The  husband  seemed 
to  have  a  bracelet  mania.  To  every  question  the  alienist 
propounded,  he  replied  always  by  asking  what  decision 
the  doctor  had  made  about  the  bracelets. 

And  it  was  not  until  fifteen  minutes  of  cross-question- 
ing had  passed  that  the  specialist  learned  that  his  sup- 
posed patient  was  a  messenger  for  the  local  jewelry 
concern  in  question  who  had  come  to  the  office  bearing 
two  diamond  and  sapphire  bracelets  to  be  submitted  by 
the  lady — vanished  a  quarter  of  an  hour  since — to  the 
alienist  for  the  choice  she  had  been  unable  to  make  in 
the  jewelry  shop.  There,  it  developed,  she  had  said 
she  was  the  alienist's  wife;  and  so  the  firm  had  had  no 
hesitation  about  granting  her  request.  Nor  had  the 
messenger  any  doubts  when,  on  entering  the  reception 
room,  the  very  ladylike  lady  relieved  him  of  his  package, 
asking  him  to  wait  one  moment  while  she  placed  them 
before  her  husband. 

The  alienist  is  reported  to  be  preparing  a  professional 
paper,  for  the  guidance  of  his  conferees,  on  the  sub- 
ject, "Excessive  Confidence  as  a  Symptom  of  Insanity." 

■ — New   Yorker. 
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'Who   Wrote   'Madame  Song-Gin  ?" 

'Why,  Sardoo!" 

'Viclorien?" 

'No,  vapid,  Napoleonic!" 


— Lampoon. 
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5  Mistakes 


Corrected  for  you  in  a  shaving  cream 

Please  accept  a  tube  to  try — feel  the  difference 


5 

Remarkable  Results 

|      Multiplies      itself     in 
*■      lather   250    times. 

2     Softens    the    beard    in 
one   minute. 

Maintains   its   creamy 

3  fullness     10     minutes 
on  the   face. 

Strong     bubbles     hold 

4  the     hairs     erect     for 
cutting. 

Fine  after-effects,  due 

5  to   palm   and   olive   oil 
content. 


When  we  started  to  make  a  shaving 
cream,  we  looked  to  see  what  most  men 
complained  about  in  theirs — then  set  out  to 
correct  the  mistakes  they  pointed  out. 

These  mistakes  were:  Too  scanty  lather. 
Slow  action.  Too  quick  drying.  Hairs  lying 
down.    Skin  irritation. 

We  overcame  them  one  by  one.  And  that 
changed  the  whole  situation.  Men  by  the 
millions  flocked  to  Palmolive  Shaving 
Cream.  It  gained  top  place  almost  imme- 
diately. Its  success  became  a  business  sen- 
sation. 

60  years'  study  back  it 

We're  soap  experts  as  you  know.  Our 
Palmolive  Soap  is  a  leading  toilet  soap  of 
the  world. 

We  made  and  discarded  130  formulas  be- 
fore we  offered  Palmolive   Shaving  Cream. 

Into  it  we  embodied  the  supreme  desires 
of    1000    men    in    a    shaving    cream.     Then 


added  strong  bubbles,  the  superlative  re- 
quisite of  all.  We  developed  5  new  delights 
— supplanted  5  old  mistakes  with  amazing 
advantages. 

You  may  agree  that  it's  the  finest  shav- 
ing cream  men  will  ever  know — or  you  may 
not.  But  in  justice  to  us  both,  won't  you 
mail  the  coupon  and  find  out? 

Learn   why   men  adopt   it 

Palmolive  Shaving  Cream  is  a  sensation. 
Few  products  ever  won  so  many  folks  so 
quickly.  You  must  have  heard  about  it.  Men 
everywhere  are  telling  its  delights. 

We  urge  you  to  find  them  out.  It  excels 
in  all  the  five  ways  men  desire.  Its  new 
results  will  amaze  you. 

Ask  for  this  Ten-Shave  Test.  Do  this  to 
please  yourself  and  us.  Please  do  it  now. 
Cut  out  the  coupon  as  a  reminder. 


PALMOLIVE 

SHAVING  CREAM 

Follow  with  Palmolive  After  Shaving  Talc. 
An  invisible  way  to  that  well-groomed  look. 


Made  in  Canada 


10      SHAVES       FREE 

Simply   insert  your   name  and  address  and   mail   to 
Dept.  B-1017. 

THE   PAI.MOI.IVE  CO.   OF  CANADA.    LTD.. 
Toronto,  Ontario. 
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THE  RECTOR  OF  MALI- 
SEET.  By  Leslie  Reld.  Toronto: 
].  M.  Dent  and  Sons. 

The  blurb  on  the  cover  of  the  Rec- 
tor of  Maliseet  compares  the  author 
to  Hardy,  and  strange  to  say,  it  is  not 
too  gross  an  exaggeration.  The  novel 
is  reminiscent  of  the  early  part  of 
Hardy's  "A  Pair  of  Blue  Eyes,"  not 
only  because  both  stories  begin  with 
the  arrival  of  a  young  man  in  the 
household  of  a  clergyman  and  his 
daughter  in  a  remote  country  district, 
but  also  because  Mr.  Reid's  style  is 
akin  to  Hardy's  in  its  clarity  and  dis- 
tinction. It  is  this  which  gives  charm 
to  the  slow-moving  story  of  the  Rec- 
tor, who,  dominated  by  the  personal- 
ity of  a  mediaeval  Abbot,  struggled  in 
secret  with  the  power  of  evil. 

The  outstanding  feature  of  the  book 
undoubtedly  lies  in  the  descriptive 
power  of  the  author.  The  English 
countryside,  moor  and  woodland  and 
ruined  churchyard,  and,  above  all, 
English  weather,  are  described  with  a 
beauty  and  simplicity  which  betoken 
an  extraordinary  degree  of  sensitive- 
ness to  nature  on  the  part  of  the  author. 
That  Mr.  Reid  is  a  resident  of  To- 
ronto should  be  a  matter  of  pride  to 
all    Canadians. 

ALAN.  By  E.  F.  Benson.  New 
York:  George  H.  Dor  an  Company. 

The  characters  in  "Alan"  are  irri- 
tatingly  removed  from  reality.  The 
hero  is  intended  as  a  study  in  egoism. 
Alan  is  a  successful  author,  married 
to  a  self-effacing,  much-enduring 
woman,  who  supplies  the  plot  of  the 
novel  by  rousing  sufficiently  to  fall  in 
love  with  her  husband's  cousin.  The 
study  of  the  artistic  temperament  is 
not  very  skilfully  done,  and  there  is 
little  vitality  in  any  of  the  scenes. 

THE  WAY  OF  STARS.  By  L. 
Adams  Beck.  New  York:  Dodd, 
Mead  and  Company. 

For  the  person  who  likes  a  story 
for  the  sake  of  the  story,  this  is  a 
strange  conglomeration  of  Egypt  and 
reincarnation,     India    and    hypnotism, 


Bolsheviks  'and  a  mysterious  woman, 
with  a  dash  of  pseudo-religion  in  the 
form  of  a  Hindu  mystic. 

PAID  IN  FULL.  By  Ian  Hay. 
Boston:  Houghton,  Mifflin  Company. 

There  is  little  to  be  said  about  Mr. 
Hay's  latest  novel.  His  style  is  as 
clear  and  fluent  as  usual,  but  neither 
the  characters  nor  the  situations  are 
quite  original  enough  to  arouse  much 
interest.  It  is  the  story,  set  against  a 
background  of  war,  of  a  blackguardly 
gentleman  who  deserts  his  family,  but 
repents  and  returns. 

OLD  BRIG'S  CARGO.  By 
Henry  A.  Pulsford.  Toronto:  Long- 
mans Green,  Publishers.    $2.00. 

THE  CLUTCH  OF  THE 
CORSICAN.  By  Alfred  H.  Bill. 
Toronto:  Longmans  Green,  Publish- 
ers.    $2.00. 

These  two  books,  together  with 
"The  Scarlet  Cockerel"  were  chosen 
from  among  the  manuscripts  submitted 
in  connection  for  the  Charles  Board- 
man  Hawes  Memorial  Prize  Contest. 
It  is  remarkable  how  the  three  auth- 
ors have  caught  or  been  caught  by  the 
identical  spirit  of  gay,  swash-buckling 
romance.  It  must  be  held  that  they  are 
primarily  boys'  books.  "The  Scarlet 
Cockerel,'  however,  had  the  ability  to 
cast  a  potent  spell  over  this  aged  re- 
viewer.   The  other  two  in  lesser  degree. 

"Old  Brig's  Cargo"  deals  with 
treasure  hunting  and  sailing  ships  of 
eighty  years  ago  and  concerns  a  young 
New  England  lad  who  is  remarkable 
in  that  he  is  not  patterned  on  Dare- 
Devil-Dick  but  has  still  power  to  fill 
the  ideal  of  the  young  hero. 

"The  Clutch  of  the  Corsican"  is  a 
tale  of  a  group  of  Americans  caught 
in  France  at  the  time  of  the  Napol- 
eonic Wars.  It  contains,  mingled  with 
wild  adventure,  a  modicum  of  history. 
All  three  are  first  rate  additions  to 
any  boy's  library. 

THE  NIGHTINGALE.  (A 
Life  of  Chopin.)  By  Marjory 
Strachey.    Toronto:    Longmans  Green. 

A   volume   which  will   prove  of  in- 


tense interest  to  lovers  of  the  great 
composer.  The  authoress  has  evident- 
ly intended  that  the  book  shall  contain 
nothing  which  might  excite  the  censors 
to  wrath  or  pervert  anyone  sufficiently 
to  murder  their  grandmother  and  in- 
deed it  may  safely  be  read  in  the 
schoolroom  or  Y.M.C.A.  reading 
classes.  The  portions  of  the  story 
dealing  with  Chopin  as  a  man  are  the 
most  readable  and  are  well  worth  ef- 
fort of  reaching  them  through  the  ac- 
count of  what  seems  to  be  a  namby 
pamby  boyhood.  The  jacket  tells  us 
that  many  of  the  minor  incidents  are 
invented  to  make  the  narrative  flow 
connectedly.  In  our  admiration  for 
the  artist  we  hope  that  these  imagined 
details  refer  to  such  scenes  as  that  in 
which  the  young  Chopin  is  supposed  to 
calm  the  noisy  schoolboys  by  telling 
them  a  story. 


By  Clarence  Bud- 
Toronto  :     The.  Mus- 


MIRACLE 
inglon  Kelland. 
son  Book  Co. 

A  sentimental  story  not  too  well 
written  whose  climax  hinges  upon  the 
shrine  of  Ste.  Anne  de  Beaupre.  We 
picked  it  up  in  high  hopes  which  were 
quickly  dashed  by  the  author's  cheap 
melodramatic  style — and  other  things. 

THE  AXE  IS  LAID.  By  J.  D. 
Mackworth.  Toronto:  Longmans 
Green. 

A  shudder-shudder  story  of  Bolshe- 
vists in  Britain  and  a  deadly  germ- 
weapon.  Truly  exciting,  well  con- 
ceived and  written,  with  here  and  there 
a  suggestion  of  humor. 

THE  SCARLET  COCKEREL. 
By  C.  M.  Sublette.  Toronto:  Long- 
mans Green.    $2.00. 

A  story  of  flashing  blades,  hot 
heads  and  cool  ones,  stout  hearts, 
treachery  and  high  emprise  in  the  New 
France  in  the  days  of  Coligny.  Some- 
what, though  not  too  much,  after  the 
style  of  Sabatini.  Will  appeal  to  boys 
and  all  lovers  of  romantic  adventure. 
Winner  of  the  Hawes  Prize. 
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It  Pays  to  Advertise 

(Continued  from  page  H) 

That  night  the  big  front  porch  of  the 
Gumble  residence  was  filled  to  capacity 
with  the  choicest  young  men  of  the 
town  and  several  latecomers  were 
stationed  on  the  lawn. 

Late  that  night,  when  the  last  young 
man  had  reluctantly  departed,  and  An- 
astasia  had  retired  to  her  room,  tired 
but  very,  very  happy,  she  picked  up 
the  illustrated  supplement  of  a  metro- 
politan newspaper  that  lay  on  her  bed 
and  gazed  sleepily  at  the  picture  of  a 
pretty  girl  in  a  daring  bathing  costume 
on  the  front  page. 

"It  cost  me  fifty  dollars  to  bribe  that 
newspaper  photographer  but  it  was 
cheap  at  half  price,"  she  murmured. 
"It  certainly  pays  to  advertise." 

L.  D.  Birdsall. 

*  *       * 

A  Night  Errand 

(Continued  from  page  IS) 

ing  off  duty  from  a  nearby  apartment, 
as  he  drew  his  handkerchief  from  his 
hip  pocket,  "if  dis  ain't  d'easiest  pick- 
in's  I've  made  since  I  quit  de  hold-up 
game  myself.  Dat  yegg  sure  musta 
t'ought  I  was  a  dick." 

— Claude  Perrm. 

*  *       * 

"Whatever  influenced  you  to  become 
a  butcher?" 

"Oh,  I  always  was  fond  of  ani- 
mals." — Record. 

*  *       * 

He:  If  you  refuse  me,  I  shall  dash 
my  brains  out  against  yon  wall. 
She:  Oh,  Freddie,  how  could  you? 

— Sun  Dial. 

*  *       * 

Student  (coming  home  from  party) 
— "Be  careful,  Jim,  you'll  smash  into 
somebody." 

Second  student  h.    f.   p. — "Me?     I 

thought  you  were  driving.  — Ex. 

*  *       • 

"A  resolute  man  can  accomplish 
almost   anything." 

"Except  keeping  his  hair  from  fall- 
ing out." 

— Louisville  Courier-Journal. 

*  *       * 

"And  just  think,  Alice,  it  has  taken 
that  river  thousands  of  years  to  wear 
its  way  down  through  that  solid  rock." 

"Many  thousands!  Why,  Archie, 
it's  only   1924  now."  — Phoenix. 

*  *       * 

"Mrs.  Clancy,  yer  child  is  badly 
spoiled." 

"Gwan  wid  yez." 

"Well,  if  ye  don't  believe  me  come 
and  see  what  the  steam-roller  did  to 
it.  — Jester. 
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Salada    is    synonymous  j 
with  the  best  in  Teas.  || 
Skilfully  blended    from  j 
choice,     fresh,     tender  jj 
leaves,  and  sold  only  in 
sealed  aluminum  pack-  j 
ets,  it  gives  to  the  con- 
sumer  the  utmost  in  de-  j 
licious   flavor,   strength,  | 
and    purity.      Properly  [| 
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made,  every  cup  is  per- 
fection. 
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"I  bet  that  girl's  father  owns  a 
wood-yard." 

"Why's  that?" 

"Oh,  I  just  saw  her  lumbering  up 
the  street." 

— Brown  Jug. 

*  *       * 

"A  burglar  broke  into  our  house 
last  night." 

"What  did  he  get?" 

"Practice."  — Ex. 

*  *       * 

Prof. — "I'll  not  go  on  with  the 
lecture   until    the    room    settles   down." 

Stude  (whispering  from  the  front 
row) — "Better  go  home  and  sleep  it 
off,  old  man."  — Western. 


"What  does  John  do  with  that  loud 
red  tie  of  his?" 

"He  wears  it  in  history  lecture. 
When  his  head  falls  down  on  his 
chest,  the  tie  wakes  him  up  again." 

— Octopus. 
*       *       * 

Quite  Safe 

A  woman  went  to  the  bank  and 
asked  for  a  new  cheque  book.  "I've 
lost  the  one  you  gave  me  yesterday," 
she  said.  "But  it  doesn't  matter.  I 
took  the  precaution  of  signing  all  the 
cheques  as  soon  as  I  got  it — so,  of 
course,  it  won't  be  any  use  to  anyone 
else." 

— The  Efficiency  Magazine. 


tne    worlds   bast  watcrcraft. 

•built  to  stand  the  knocks- 

-•  satisfactory      service        £oarevnteed-- 
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In  the  August  Issue 

€f[  F.  Scott  Fitzgerald 

— "My  Old  New  England  Farmhouse  on 
the  Erie." 

€J  Royal  Brown 

— "Vox  Populi  and  the  Pink  Silk  Pajamas." 

«H  Ellis  Parker  Butler 

— "Bull  Hyde  and  Little  Peewee." 


€[[  Lucian  Cary 

—"What  College  Did  to  Me." 

€(!  John  V.  A.  Weaver 

— "My  Summer  Abroad." 

— and  a  generous  installment  of 

"GLITTER" 

by  Katharine  Brush 


Safety  First 

"Hullo  —  Dr.  Bunyan?  Yes? 
Come  at  once,  will  you?  My  husband 
has  another  of  his  attacks." 

"Why  didn't  you  send  for  me 
sooner?"  said  the  doctor,  half  an  hour 
later.  "You  should  not  have  waited 
till  your  husband  was  unconscious." 

"Well,"  replied  the  wife,  "as  long 
as  he  had  his  senses  he  wouldn't  let 
me  send    for  you." 

— Boys'  Outfitter. 

*  *       * 

As  It  Is  Read 

Beside  the  seashore    (here  omit 

Description  of  the  sea) 
In  close  proximity   there  sit 

Two  persons — he  and  she. 

She  looks    (pass  over  how  she  looks) 

And  he   (but  never  mind 
Descriptions;  they  are  what  make  books 

So  tedious,  I  find). 

He  speaks   (long-winded  speeches  I 

Cannot  endure;  and  so, 
I'll  skip  it  all,  save  her  reply). 

She  tersely  answers:   "No." 

—Life. 

*  *       * 

From  the  fraternity  pin  to  the  roll- 
ing pin  is  merely  a  matter  of  time. 

— Boston  Beanpol. 


A   Task 

She:     "Don't  you  think  it's  always 
difficult  to  tell  a  woman's  age?" 
He:    "It  is  for  her." 

— Boston  Transcript. 

*  *       * 

Such   Is   Fame 

"Who  fiddled  while  Rome  burned?" 
asked  the  school  teacher. 

"Hector,     sir." 

"No,"  said  the  school  teacher. 

"Towser,  sir." 

"Towser!  What  do  you  mean?  It 
was  Nero." 

"Well,  sir,  I  knew  it  was  some- 
body with  a  dog's  name." 

— Los  Angeles  Times. 

*  *       * 

In  the  fell  clutch  of  lure  and  wile 
I  have  not  cried  aloud,  nor  sobbed ; 

Under  the  bludgeonings  of  style 
My  head  is  lovely  but  unbobbed. 

— F.  P.  A.  in  the  New  York  World. 

*  *       * 

Miss  Chatterly — Have  you  heard 
about  the  terrible  scandal  Miss  Gold- 
cutter  was  mixed  up  in?  I  don't  know 
that  I  ought  to  repeat  it. 

Miss  Pumiceton — Don't,  just  give 
me  your  own  version. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 


Students  to   Furnish  Meat 
for  Sandwiches 

says  headline  in  college  publication. 

And  to  think  that  for  all  these  years 
we  have  been  blaming  it  on  the  inno- 
cent doggies. 

— Ohio  Sun  Dial. 

*  *       * 

A  gouty  and  grimly  humorous  old 
professor  with  a  bandaged  foot  wired 
to  his  family  physician  in  a  nearby 
town.  Doctor's  wife  (reading  the  tele- 
gram in  the  absence  of  her  husband)  : 
"If  you  are  interested  in  a  pretty  foot 
and  ankle,  come  over  after  your  office 
hours  this  evening." 

Tableau!  !  ! 

— Pennsylvania  Punch  Bowl. 

*  *       * 

"My  niece,"  said  Mrs.  Blunderby, 
"has  a  splendid  college  education.  She 
speaks  several  languages  quite  flip- 
pantly." 

— Boston   Transcript. 

*  *       # 

Probably  the  American  Magazine 
will  have  an  interview  with  the  sun, 
beginning,  "I  accomplished  the  eclipse 
by  hard  work,  and  by  everlastingly 
keeping  at  it." 

—The  N.   Y.    World. 
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Platonic 

"I   like  your  blue, 
Your   calmness,   too," 

The  sand  said  to  the  ocean; 
"If  you'd  but  keep 
Your  waters  deep 

From — showing  such  devotion. 

The  surging  sea, 
Reluctantly 

Doth   ebb    away    from   shore; 
"Come  back,  come  back, 
I  jest — alack, 

O  tide  come  up  once  more." 

So  do  they  play 
The  livelong  day, 

The  livelong  year — throughout ; 
The  yearning  sand 
Must   reprimand, 

The  sea  must  gape  and  doubt. 

—N.   Y.   World. 

*       *       * 

Benedict:     "What  excuse   have   you    for   not   being 
married?" 

Bachelor:     "I   was  born  that  way." 

— Tiger. 

"I   made  a   fortune   from   Boston   Beans,"   said   the 
Massachusetts  phrenologist  when  he  retired. 

— Cornell  Widow. 


College  Tours  to  Europe 
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including  all 
necessary  expenses 

Under  Direction  of  Earl  B.  Hub  bell 

Personally  conducted  36-day  tours  to  England, 
Scotland,  Holland,  Belgium  and  France,  within 
the  means  of  everyone. 

Visit  London,  British  Empire  Exhibition, 
Shakespeare's  Country,  Oxford,  Holland, 
Ostend,  Zeebrugge,  Brussels,  Paris,  Battle- 
fields of  the  Great  War  and  other  points. 
Extension  trips  may  be  taken  to  Rome  for 
the  Holy  Year  Celebrations,  to  the  Riviera, 
Scotland,  Ireland,  Switzerland,  Germany, 
Greece,  Palestine  and  the  capitals  of  Scan- 
dinavia. 

Sailings  from  Montreal  on 

Regina  -  Megantic  -  Doric  -  Canada 

June  6  -  13  -  20  -  27       July  4  -  11 

(and  from  New  York,  June  25) 

Come  with  us  this  year  and  enjoy  the  ben- 
efits of  last  year's  successful  College  Tour 
experience. 

For   full   details    call,   phone   or  write   Earl 

B.  Hubbell,  care  White  Star-Dominion  Line, 

55  King  St.  East,  Toronto, 

211  McGill  St.,  Montreal, 

286  Main  St.,  Winnipeg. 


White  Star-dominion  line 
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A  little  higher  in  price  ,  but— 

what  a  wonderful  difference 

a  few  cents  make 


PLAYER'S 


NAVY  CUT 

CIGARETTES 


- 


At  a  lecture  the  speaker  orated  fervently:  "He 
drove  straight  to  his  goal.  He  looked  neither  to  the 
right  nor  to  the  left,  but  pressed  forward,  moved  by  a 
definite  purpose.  Neither  friend  nor  foe  could  delay 
him,  nor  turn  him  from  his  course.  All  who  crossed 
his  path  did  so  at  their  own  peril.  What  would  you 
call  such  a  man?" 

"A  truck  driver!"  shouted  a  voice  from  the  audience. 

— Forbes  Magazine. 

*       *       * 

Theories 

He  studied  all  the  winter,  he  practiced  all  the  spring, 
And    struggled    through    the    summer   to   get   the   proper 
swing. 

He  stuffed  his  head  with  Vardon,  with  Hagen,  Barnes- 
and  Ray, 

And  made  a  mental  note  of  all  these  masters  lid  to  S3<- 
But  somehow  all   this  learning  and   store  of  pi'fic   ,  >:<> 
Seemed  useless  in  his  effort  to  reduce  his  lof'y      ore. 
He  couldn't  win  his  matches,  he  never  won  a  prize 
And  still  remained  a  duffer  though  really  golfing  wise. 

The  reason  is,  he's  burdened  with  theories  galore, 
And  exclusive  information  he's  added  to  his  store, 
His  brain  just  reeks  with  systems,   and   pointers  by  the 
mile, 

On  every  kind  of  playing,  on  every  kind  of  style. 
His  mind  is  all  bewildered  with  knowledge  infinite 
Absorbed  from  all  the  experts  who  dearly  love  to  write 
And  yet  with  all  this  knowledge,  it's  surprising,  after  all, 
The  poor  old  dub's  a  failure,  'cos  he  cannot  hit  the  ball. 
— "Locker  Room  Ballads,"  by  W.  Hastings  Webling. 
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{from  maker  to  wearer) 


For  over  100 
years,  D  a  c  k  '  s 
have  been  mak- 
ing highest  qual- 
ity shoes  for  men 
exclusively. 

Every  Dack  shoe 
is  made  in  our 
own  workshops 
and  only  sold  di- 
rect to  the  wear- 
er by  mail  or  at 
our  shops. 


We  will  gladly  mail 
you  our  newest  style 
book  on  request  — 
proper  fit  assured. 


73  KING  STREET,  WEST 
TORONTO 

Montreal — Mount  Royal   Hotel 
Winnipeg— 319  Fort  St. 
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Your  Opportunity  To 
Possess    Beauty  — 

To  enjoy  the  homage  and  admir- 
ation attractiveness  commands, 
lies  in  the  appearance  of  your 
skin  and  complexion.  Give  to 
them  an  enchanting  loveliness — 
the  glorious  sparkling  touch  of 
Beauty  that 

GoURAUDS 

ORIENTAL  CREAM 

has  rendered  for  over  85  years.  An- 
tiseptic and  astringent  in  effect, 
making  it  exceptionally  valuable  in 
cases  of  blemishes,  wrinkles,  flabbi- 
ness,  excess  oiliness  and  undue  color. 
Renders  a  lasting  beauty  instantly, 
that  preserves  and  protects  the  skin 
and  complexion.  Made  in  White, 
F'esh  and   Rachel,   also  in   compacts. 

Send   10c  for  trial  size. 
Ferd.T  Hopkins  &  Son,  Montreal 


Conversation   in   a   Car 

"Tough  going  here  .  .  .  these  new 
roads  are  hard  on  a  car  .  .  .  they 
ought  to  make  them  wide  enough  for  at 
least  one  and  a  half  cars,  so  you 
wouldn't  have  to  pull  all  the  way  into 
the  ditch  every  time  you  meet  a  buggy 
or  a  bicycle  .  .  .  well,  anyway,  in  a 
few  years  they  will  have  them  ma- 
cadamized .  .  .  yeah,  like  your 
grandmother  .  .  .  this  road  never  will 
be  fit  for  a  decent  car  .  .  .  but  the 
country  around  here  sure  is  great  .  .  . 
yeah,  but  wait  till  we  hit  the  Sudbury 
district  this  afternoon  .  .  .  nothing 
there  but  bare  rocks  and  dead  trees 
.  .  .  fumes  from  the  copper  smelters 
do  that  .  .  .  kill  everything  .  .  . 
you  son  of  a  gun!  He  didn't  even 
give  me  half  the  road  .  .  .  people 
like  that  ought  to  be  shot  ...  or 
burned  in  oil  .  .  .  or  made  to  live  in 
Sudbury  .  .  .  great  country  through 
here,  though  .  .  .  nice  bunch  of  cows 
over  there  .  .  .  remember  the  time 
Jimmy  chased  six  bovines  away  from 
the  tent  one  night  in  his  pajamas?  .  .  . 
and  a  car  came  along  with  bright  head- 
lights just  then,  too  .  .  .  great  coun- 
try here,  though  .  .  .  should  have 
better  roads,  though  .  .  .  maybe  they 
will,  soon  .  .  .  you  looked  at  gas  this 
morning,  didn't  you?  .  .  .  it's  all 
right,  but  I  was  just  wondering  .  .  . 
we  ought  to  make  Sudbury  by  three 
.  .  .  no,  we  aren't  rushing  anywhere 
.  .  .  now  how  in  time  is  a  man  to 
know  Which  one  to  take  ...  is  this 
the  road  to  Whitefish,  stranger?  .  .  . 
so  are  you  .  .  .  that  rain  will  hit  us 
to-morrow  or  the  next  day  .  .  .  no, 
we  don't  care  .  .  .  great  country 
here  .  .  .  they  might  at  least  pull  the 
larger  rocks  off  to  one  side  .  .  .  think 
we  can  make  this  one  in  high  .  .  .  be- 
g  nning  to  look  like  that  Sudbury  dis- 
trict already  .  .  .  everything  dead 
.    .    .   great  country  here,  though  .    . " 

— Columbia   Jester. 


?i.S.  CAPE  TRINITY  " ; 

On  One  Boat 
all  the  Way 

LdEAVING    TORONTO    10    A.M. 
FRIDAY,    JULY    SRD. 
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fond  Sault Rapids . 
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'  Slonf more ncy  mils 
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Fare.  Berth,, 

,  yHoa/s.and. 

Sight  Seet'nct 

WRITE  FOR  FURTHER 

•    PARTICULAR*-  •  > 

HoneTourS 

(of  TorzoA/ro) limited' 
3  9  Adelaide.  St  East 
TO  RONTO 
MONTREAL  and  QUEBEC 

Ask    about    our    Special    Terms    to 
parties   of   twenty  or   more. 


Mrs.  Smith  (after  the  amateur  thea- 
atrical  performance) :  "Oh,  Mrs. 
Jones,  your  husband  played  the  part 
of  the  gentleman  to  perfection!" 

Mrs.  Jones  (absently) :  "Yes,  I 
thought  it  was  a  clever  impersonation, 
myself."  — Rice  Owl. 


THE  DIET  KITCHEN 
TEA  ROOMS 


72  and  80  West  Bloor  St. 


Tel.  R.  4382 


BREAKFAST 
AFTERNOON  TEA 


LUNCHEON 
DINNER 


Sunday  night  supper  will  be  served 
in  Annex  until  9.30 


Goblin 


37 


GOBLIN'S  LIMERICK  CONTEST 


Anyone  Can  Compete 


Prizes 


First  Prize:  $20.00  if  win- 
ner is  a  subscriber  to 
GOBLIN,  or  if  he  sends  in 
a  subscription  with  his 
answer,  $10.00  if  not  a 
subscriber. 

Five  Prizes  of  $2.00  to 
subscribers  or  $1.00  to 
non-subscribers. 

Subscriptions  may  be  sent 
in  with  answers  by  using 
the  form  below. 


Rules 


(1)  Contestants  positively 
MUST  be  over  two  years 
of  age,  sane,  or  nearly  so, 
and  sober  at  the  time  of 
writing. 

(2)  Last  lines  must  be  in 
our  hands  by  JUNE  30th. 

(3)  Results  will  be  pub- 
lished in  the  August  num- 
ber of  GOBLIN. 

(4)  Members  of  the  firm 
may  not  win  prizes  and 
all  that  sort  of  thing. 


A  sailor  whose  name  was  McSpink 
Had  a  row  with  a  waterfront  Chink, 
But  a  cop  on  his  rounds 
Heard  the  horrible  sounds. 


Supply  the  Missing  Line  ! 


Last  Month's  Awards 

The  judges,  after  taking  a  collective  deep  breath,  dived  into  the  mail  truck  full  of 
answers  to  last  month's  Limerick  Competition,  stayed  under  until  everybody  thought 
they  were  completely  suffocated  and  finally  came  up  holding  the  verse  submitted  by 
F.  J.  Lyle,  Acton,  Ontario. 

Mr.  Lyle  accordingly  is  awarded  first  prize.  As  completed  by  him  the  Limerick  reads 
as  follows: 

Young  Betty  was  thought  to  be  wild 

And  when  she  passed  by  the  men  smiled; 

Tho'  other  girls  frowned 

At  the  way  she  was  gowned, 

When  she  wed  'twas  a  millionaire's  child. 


GOBLINS  LTD.,  272  Bay  St.,  Toronto. 

Dear   Sirs: 

Enelosed  find  $ for   years'  subscription  to  Canada's 

National  Humourous  Monthly. 

Name 

Street  Address 

Town    

Province    


The  five  other  prizes  of  one 
or  two  dollars  each  (see  rules 
of  contest)  go  to  the  authors  of 
the  following  last  lines  : 

( 1 )  "  'Sports  Model'    was    what 

she   was  styled." 
Sent   in    by   W.    D.    Craig,    Mac- 
Leod   Bldg.,    Edmonton,    Alta. 

(2)  "They  all  wished  that   they 

weren's   so  wild." 
Sent    in   by    R.    A.    Shelly,    397 V2 
George   St.,    Peterboro,    Ont. 

(3)  "She    thought    the   exposure 

was  mild." 
Sent  in  by  J.   Barry,  Water  St., 
Chatham,   N.B. 

(4)  "They  couldn't  compete  with 

this  child." 
Sent  in   by  Anne  Elizabeth  Wil- 
son,  140  Rosewell   Ave. 

(5)  "Her  interest   in   them   was 

quite  mild.1' 
Sent    in    by    Blanche    Rushby,    74 
Wellington  St.   W.,  Toronto. 

Honorable  mention  also  goes  to : 
I.   M.   Curry, 

59   Columbia   Ave., 

Westmount,    P.Q. 

T.    D.    Low, 
196   Glenforest  Road, 
Toronto. 

I.   E.   Roblin, 

4    Gladstone    Ave., 
Hamilton.   Ont. 

Mrs.    (Dr.    P.   McLarren, 
317    Barrington   St, 
Halifax,    N.S. 

J.  G.   Bagley, 

72    Queen    St.    West, 
Toronto. 

E.    Harding, 
9    Sterling    St., 
Bank  of  Commerce, 
Brantford,    Ont. 

Mary    Inkster, 

407    Brunswick    Ave., 
Toronto. 

Lt.  Col.   C.   E.  Mordan, 
91    Park    Ave.. 
Brantford,    Ont. 

John    Milner, 
15    McNab   St., 
Hamilton,   Ont. 

Percy  Grisewood, 
97   Dearborne  Ave., 
Toronto. 

J.   V.  Baird, 

Bank    of    Commerce, 

Peterboro,    Ont. 
Mrs.    W.    B.    Leatherdale, 

Box   43, 

Coldwater,  Ont. 
Miss  A.   Masson, 

334    McLeod   St., 

Ottawa,    Ont. 
R.  O.  Winn, 

Kitchener,    Ont. 
A.    G.    Penny, 

Quebec   Chronicle, 

Quebec,   P.Q 

W.   L.   Mcintosh. 

702   Belmont   House, 
Victoria,    B.C. 

E.   A.  Danly, 

67    Murray    St.. 
Brantford,    Ont. 

L.    T.   Brill,   D.D.S., 
North    Bay,   Ont. 

G.  G.  McKee, 
37    George    St., 
Havelock,   Ont. 

Violet   Taylor, 
32   Summer  St., 
St.   John,   N.B. 
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COLUMBUS, 
discovered  America  in 
1492,  likewise  discovered 
tohacco .  366  years  later 
Macdonald's  "The  Tobacco  with 
a  heart"  was  "discovered"  to 
Canadians. 

As  the  caravels  of  Columbus 
have  given  way  to  the  modern 
liner  so  too  have  the  "herbs"  of 
Columbus  given  way  to  "The 
Tobacco  with  a  heart". 

Times  change  but  Macdonald 
quality  never ! 
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Cold  Facts 

As  she  turned  to  leave 

There  must  have  been 

Something  she  forgot 

To  say  to  me 

Her  cheeks  were  hot 

And  in  her  eyes, 

Was  something  burning, 

Like  multi-colored  dyes. 

Was  it  love  she  wished 

To  whisper  in  my  ear? 

I,  quivering,  leaned  very  near: 

Her  soul  awoke. 

Her  lips  moved.    She  spoke, 

But,  ah,  she  trumped  my  ace. 

She  cooed  .... 

"You  have  my  vanity  case." 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 

*       *       * 

Just  think  the  material  in  Lucy's 
evening  gown  cost  thirty  dollars  a  yard. 

That's  a  nice  dress  for  twenty  dol- 
lars. — Colgate  Banter. 


"Who  was  the  first  woman  to  get 
her  clothes  from  Paris?" 
"I'll  bite,  who?" 
"Helen    of    Troy." — Purple    Cow. 

*  *       * 

South  Sea  Simile:  Tough  as  a  Pres- 
byterian missionary.  — Record. 

*  *       * 

Great  Britain  has  won  a  roller  skat- 
ing championship.  We  shine  more  at 
these  sedentary  sports. 

— Punch. 

*  *       * 

A  football  match  between  teams  of 
men  and  women  has  led  to  a  marriage 
at  Barrow.  This  once  again  revives  the 
controversy  on  the  risks  run  by  foot- 
ball players.  — Punch. 

*  *       * 

It  was  stated  in  Parliament  the 
other  day  that  there  are  more  sheep  in 
this  country  than  since  1918,  and 
more  pigs  than  since  1867.  We  de- 
plore these  political  personalities. 

— Punch. 


Epitaphs  for  Theater-Goers 

Here  lies  Pete  Spindlewood  O'Fog, 
Who  through  three  acts  and  epilogue 
Would     make     his     program     loudly 
rattle — 

Here  lies  B.  Tysongton  MacBride, 
The  man  who  sat  right  by  my  side; 
His  conversation — what  a  treat! 
Was  finished  later  with  Saint  Pete. 

Here  lies  Horatio  Harold  Hart, 
Who  from  the  curtain's  rising  start, 
Retold  each  joke  the  comic  cracked — 
He  never  saw  the  final  act. 

— New  York  World. 

*  *       * 

"There's  nothing  like  the  acid  test," 
commented  Professor  Argon,  as  he  hit 
his  wife  in  the  eye  in  the  morning 
grapefruit  contest.  — Record. 

*  *       * 

"I  hear  that  Phil  went  to  a  mas- 
querade last  week  disguised  as  Adam." 

"He  must  have  got  a  great  kick  out 
of  that." 

"He  did."  — Record. 

*  *       * 

The  Jug  wishes  to  announce  that 
Miss  Dalmatia  Snoddy,  aged  124,  of 
Louisville,  Ky.,  is  the  recipient  of  first 
prize  in  the  recent  "Hands-Across-the- 
Sea  Contest."  When  asked  what  lan- 
guage a  little  Arabian  child  of  tender 
years  would  use,  she  replied,  after  a 
moment's  thought  —  "Gum-arabic." 
Bravo,    Miss    Snoddy! — Brown    Jug. 
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Eello  Daddy -don't 
fot&tmyWHg&F 

Slip  a  package  In 
your  pocket  When 
you  bo  home  to- 
night. 

Give  the  youngsters 
this  wholesome.lonj- 
lastin$  sweet  -  for 
pleasure  and  benefit. 


Use  it  yourself  after 
.smoking  or  when 
work  drags.  It's  a 
great  little  freshener 
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Gladys  —  "He's  so  romantic. 
Whenever  he  speaks  to  me  he  starts: 
'Fair  Lady'." 

Edward — "Oh,  that's  force  of 
habit.  He  used  to  be  a  street  car  con- 
ductor." — Exchange. 

*  *       * 

Prof. — "I  believe  you  missed  my 
class  yesterday." 

Student — "Why  no,  I  didn't,  old 
man,  not  in  the  least." 

— Notre  Dame  Juggler. 

*  *       * 

Would  -  be      Humorist  —   "What 
would  you  give  me  for  those  jokes?" 
Editor — "Ten  yards  start." 

— Yale  Record. 

*  *       * 

Fitzurse — "I  say,  Cedric,  old  bean, 
old  top,  old  chap — blimey,  Lor'lum- 
me,  'ows  your  bally,  blooming,  eh 
what,  pip-pip,  cheery  -  frightfully-o, 
balmy,  ripping,  topping,  and  all  that 
sort  of  rot,  you  know  —  toodle-oo, 
what  ho!" 

Bohngbroke — "Must  have  been  two 
other  fellows."     — The  Yale  Record. 

*  *       * 

First  Deb  (who  has  brought  back  a 
dog  from  Europe)  —  They  had  to 
shoot  poor  little  Fido  to-day. 

Girl   Friend — Was  he  mad? 

First  Deh> — Well,  he  wasn't  any 
too  damned  pleased.   — Yale  Record. 


Niagara  Falls  Tourists  Prefer 
This  Buffalo  Hotel 

GOING  over  the  year  we  find  that 
many  of  our  guests  come  from 
Canada — Canadians  like  the  home-like 
comfort  of  this  modern,  fireproof  hotel 
with  its  complete  service,  attractive 
outside  rooms,  excellent  cuisine. 

The  Hotel  Lenox  is  not  too  large  for  personal 
lttention  t<>  guests  '250  room.- i.  Quietly  situated 
convenient  to  the  shopping  district,  clubs  and 
theatres.  The  rates  are  moderate — $2.00  to  Sn.OO 
per  day  for  single  rooms;  $3.00  to  $7.00  per  day 
for   double   room-. 

The  Van  DyV;e  taxi  service  will  bring  you 
to  the  hotel  without  cost  to  you — just  ask  the 
Van   Dyke  agent   at    the  station. 

Motorists  follow  Main  Street  or  Delaware 
Avenue   to    North    Street. 

On   the  Empire  and  Great  Lakes  Tours. 

Write   for   FREE   Road   Guides.   Maps   and 

Hotel  Booklet. 

HOTEL  LENOX 

North  St.,  just  west  of  Delaware 

BUFFALO,  N.Y. 
CLARENCE  A.  MINER,  President 


Strange  Sights  andUam 
autjes  await you in. 
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Here  is  a  land  of  thrills  and  romance — 
different,  fascinating,  wonderful.  Scenic 
glories  in  endless  variety.  Mountains 
edging  the  sea;  weird  totem  poles, 
great  glaciers  —  everywhere  new  pic- 
tures of  entrancing  allurement. 

Go  by  the  Canadian  National  Railways 
scenic  route;  use  the  de  luxe  Transcon- 
tinental Trains  of  this  great  railroad.  The 
train  trip  is  in  itself  a  vacation.  On  ycur 
way  to  the  Pacific,  you  pass  through  majes- 
tic scenery,  crossing  the  Rockies  at  the 
lowest  gradient  of  all  transcontinental  lines, 
with  delightful  vistas  of  the  highest  moun- 
tain peaks. 

At  Vancouver,  board  a  palatial  Canadian 
National  Steamer  for  the  magnificent  five- 
day  boat  trip  through  Sheltered  Scenic  Seas 
to  Skagway,  Alaska. 

The  grandeur  of  the  North  Pacific  shore- 
line is  unparalleled  by  any  other  scenery 
that  may  be  viewed  from  the  deck  of  a  boat. 
Rugged  crags,  romantic  cities,  Indian  vil- 
lages— these  are  some  of  the  features  that 
combine  to  make  your  Alaskan  holiday  one ' 
great  and  glorious  adventure. 

Ask  for  copy  of  "Through  Sheltered  Scenic 
Sea  1    to    Alaska."      Your    nearest    Canadian 
National  Agent  will  gladly  supply  you  with 
full  information  as  to  low  Tour- 
ist    Fares,     stopover    privileges, 
etc. 
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Niece  (to  uncle  who  has  suggested 
a  theatre) — "Thanks  awfully,  Uncle, 
but  one  of  my  friends  is  picking  me  up 
here  to  go  and  dance  somewhere." 

Uncle — "Dear  me  —  one  of  your 
friends!  In  my  young  days  a  young 
lady  was  only  taken  out  by  the  man 
to  whom  she  was  affianced." 

Niece — "That's  all  right.  Uncle. 
He  is  one  of  my  fiances."  — Punch. 
*       *       * 

Timid  Housewife  —  "You  may 
chop  some  firewood,  and  then  I  will 
give  you  a  meal." 

Tramp — "Sorry,  mum,  I  dursn't 
andle  an  'atchet,  'cos  I  sometimes  runs 
amuck."  — Punch. 


First  Bum — "Gosh,  bo,  I  sure  am 
overworked  these  days." 

Second  Ditto — "What  are  you  do- 
ing, bo?" 

First — "Oh,  this  and  that." 

Second — "When  ?" 

First — "Now  and  then." 

Second — "Where?" 

First — "Here  and  there." 

Second — "Well,  you  sure  do  need 
a  vacation."  — Punch  Bowl. 

*       *       * 

"They  must  be  engaged.  That's 
her  fourth  dance  with  him  this  even- 
ing." 

"That's  no  sign." 

"You  don't  know  how  she  dances." 
— Columbia  Jester. 
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^M     Herbert  t~ 

Tareyton 

LoTidbn  Cigarettes 

20^35? 


"There's  something 
about  them 
youll  like" 

SJNS&Um 

PlPe  SMOKING  MIXTURE 


O'Bryan:    "By  golly,  I'm  tired  to-night." 

Mrs.  O'Bryan:  "There  you  go  again!  You're  tired!  Here 
I  be  standing  over  a  hot  stove  all  day  and  you  working  in  a 
nice,  cool  sewer."  — Punch  Bowl. 


First  Villain:    "I'll  be  there  at  midnight." 

Second  Villain:    "All  right,  but  don't  forget  the  papers." 

First  Villain:    "No,  and  you  bring  the  tobacco." 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 


The  Language  of  Flowers 

He  used  to  send  her  roses  red 
Or  orchids  every   day; 
He  said  with  flowers  everything 
A  man  could  have  to  say. 

And  though  they  now  are  wed,  his  gifts 

Have  never  ceased  to  shower: 

He  often  brings  her  for  a  treat 

A  lovely  sack  of  flour.  — Record. 

*       *       * 

First  Ebony  Shade — "Say,  George  Washington,  wot  kinda 
cigars  does  you  smoke?" 

Second  E.  S. — "Me?    Why,  brother,  I  smokes  a  Robinson 


-rusoe  cigar 


I" 


First — "Wot  kinda  cigar  is  a  Robinson  Crusoe?" 
Second — "Castaway,   dumb-bell,   castaway!" 


Captain  (harshly) — "Button  up  that  coat." 
Married  recruit  (absently) — "Yes,  my  dear." 

— Virginia  Sniper. 

*       *       * 

Three  miles  of  wire  were  recently  removed  from  the  telephone- 
posts  in  Scotland.  The  first  intimation  of  the  robbery  came 
from  subscribers  who  complained  that  there  seemed  to  be  no  im- 
provement in  the  service.  — Punch. 


The  man  who  lived  next  door  was  awakened  by  the  noise 
of  a  fancy  dress  ball.  He  looked  in  on  the  affair  and  by 
mistake  was  awarded  the  prize  for  the  second  best  costume. 

— Whirlwind. 


Tea  Talk 

Inspecting  Sergeant:    "Ha!  Ha!  No  shave!" 
Rookie:     "Tee!    Hee!    No  razor:" 


The  Yale  student  should  not  forget  why  he  is  here 
might  ask  him. 


Assume  the  Angle 

When  I  was  a  lad  I  spent  three  months 

In  bearing  the  paddle  and  such  affronts; 

I  cleaned  the  windows  and  I  swept  the  floors. 

And  I  polished  up  the  handle  of  the  big  front  door. 

I  polished  up  the  handle  so  carefullee. 

That  now  I  am  a  Bro.  in  the   fraternitee. 


Oh  Caledonia! 


-Jester. 


some  one 
-Record. 


— Jester. 


Lady  (to  new  housemaid  engaged  by  letter)  :  "Why  didn't 
you  tell  me  when  you  wrote  answering  my  questions  so  fully, 
that  you  were  Scotch?" 

Housemaid:    "I  didna  like  tae  be  boasting,  mum." 

— Punch. 


"I  was  out  walking  with  that  girl  from  the  Follies  when  it 
started  to  rain." 

"Was  she  frightened?" 

"Well,  the  color  left  her  face  all  right."       — Yale  Record. 


-Mink. 


Where  People  Stay 

Courtesy  and  personal  care  in  service — the  centre 
of  everything  worth  while  in  the  city  —  super- 
excellent  cuisine. 


Vernon  G.  Cardy, 
Managing  Director. 


Direction:    United  Hotels 
Company  of  America. 


MOUNT  ROYAL  HOTEL 

Montreal 
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Just  Listen  to  this 


Three  of  a  kind,  with  a  pair, 
Makes  any  old  evening  look  fair ; 
When  O'Keefe's  are  the  three 
It's  easy  to  see 
That  a  full  house  will  never  be  rare. 


Gold  Label 
Ale 


Pilsener 
Lager 


Special 
Stout 


O'KEEFE'S  BEVERAGES    LIMITED,    TORONTO 

Telephone  Main  4202 
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Joe  Gish  takes  a 
course  in  Astronomy— 6 

Some  people  can  tell  Sirius  from  the  other  stars, 
and  that's  easy,  because  once  you  know  what  Sirius 
looks  like,  it's  apt  to  look  the  same  way  next  time. 

But  the  readers  of  Vanity  Fair  are  the  real  astronomers.  They  can  tell  Roszika 
from  Yancsi.  They  never  confuse  Gilda  Grey  and  Madame  Simone.  They 
can  distinguish  Charlotte  Greenwood  from  Mrs.  Fiske. 

Even  in  such  a  difficult  astronomical  computation  as  the  one  above,  Freddy  and 
I  aren't  at  a  loss.  We  know  that  the  divine  hosiery — the  third  from  the  left — 
is  Helena's.  (And  do  you  know  that  she  if  really  Mrs.  Heywood  Broun,  and 
Morris  Gest  has  engaged  her  to  play  the  Madonna  in  next  year's  Miracle?) 
Such  tales  men  tell  under  the  haunting  stars!     Tschtsch! 


In  each  issue  of  Vanity  Fair  you  find 


Qog.    /VC^U^ 


The  Stage:  Photographs  of  the  beautiful  and  the 
unique;  reviews  and  storm  warnings;  a  catalog  of  the 
fixed  and  variable  stars. 

Movies:  Stilis  and  stories  of  the  meritorious  and  the 
unusual.     Press  agents  banned. 

Humor:  Works  of  poets  and  other  tragedians;  high 
satire  from  the  pens  of  great  writers  and  the  pencils  of 
great  artists. 

Gravamen:  Every  new  movement,  every  unusual 
viewpoint,  every  unique  slant  at  the  amusing  world,  is 
mirrored  in  Vanity  Fair. 


Sports:  All  of  them — masculine,  feminine  and  neuter 
— photographs,  news  items  and  methods  of  play. 

The  Arts,  as  Such:  The  best  work  of  the  new  artists 
and  the  new  work  of  the  best  ones;  exhibition  gossip 
and  reproductions  of  the  season's  masterpieces. 

Indoor  Sports:  The  tricks  and  turns  of  bridge  and 
Mah  Jong;  how  to  get  the  most  out  of  your  college 
education. 

And  in  Addition:  The  latest  notes  in  music,  men's 
fashions,  motors,  and  dancing.  All  you  need  to  know — 
reckless!}'  illustrated. 


10  issues  for  $2 

VANITY    FAIR 


O      TEAR    IT    OUT    TEAR     IT    OUT    TEAR    IT     OUT    TEAR     IT     OUT     FILL     IT     IN     FILL    IT     IN     FILL     IT     IN     FILL    IT 


Vanity  Fair,  Greenwich,  Conn. 

Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star, 
Are  you  shown  in  Vanity  Fair? 
For  two  bucks  attached  I  rate 
Ten  issues  from  the  current  date. 


Name, etc. 


Illustration  copyright  by  Vanity  Fair 


PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    PIN    TWO    BUCKS    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT    NOW    DO    IT 
No.  7 


NO' 
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BOVRIL 

PUTS  BEEF 
INTO  YOU 


If  speed 
and  comfort 
in  shaving  is 
a  consideration 
then  you 
will  use  a 


Wet 


rtrop 
Razor 

—Sharpen*  ittelf 

*  5.  UP  to  $25; 
rQtAer  Models  at  Lower  Prices 


80 


Judge — "You  say  you  were  never 
in   this  court  before?" 

Defendant — "No,  suh.  Dis  am  mah 
fust  an'  onliest  time." 

Judge — "I've  certainly  seen  your 
face  somewhere." 

Defendant — "Yas,  suh;  you  sho' 
has — I'se  yo'  bootlegguh."  — Life. 
*       *       * 

It  gives  a  married  man  the  chills 

And  chronic  blues. 
When  marriage  merely  runs  to  bills, 

Instead  of  coos.  — Tiger. 


A   Master   Stroke 

Heloise  loved  big,  strong  men, 

And   big,   strong  men  were  nothing 
loth. 
Is  it  any  wonder  the  crew  man  then 
And     Heloise     should    plight    their 
troth? 
And   plight   they   did,  —  a   bit   hasty- 
true- — 
She  was   never  meant   for   an  oars- 
man's bride 
For  when  Heloise  made  a  pun  on  the 
crew — 
And  called  it  a  "shell  game," — she 
quickly  died. 
For   when    big,    strong    Horace    (who 
rowed  No.  8 
And   despised   a   pun) — had  heard 
the  joke, 
He  wrapped   an  oar   'round   Heloise's 
pate 
Which    is    why    the    coroner    said, 
"Killed  by  a  stroke." 

— Widow. 

*  *       * 

She — "Before  we  were  married 
you  called  me  an  angel." 

He — "I  know  it." 

"But  now  you  don't  call  me  any- 
thing." 

"That  shows  my  self-control." 

— London  Opinion. 

*  *       * 

"So  you  let  your  husband  carry  a 
latch  key?" 

"Oh,  just  to  humor  him.  He  likes 
to  show  it  to  his  friends  to  let  them 
see  how  independent  he  is  —  but  it 
doesn't  fit  the  door." 

— Passing  Show  (London). 

*  *       * 

The  Outline  of  Love 

GRADE  SCHOOL: 
Roses   ith  red, 

Violets  ith  blue, 
Sugar  ith  thweet 

Ant  tho — ith— ooo. 

HIGH   SCHOOL: 
Chrysanthemums  are  beautiful, 

And   so   is   marmalade; 
Without  you,  darling  Gwendolyn, 

My  life's  a  dead  night  shade. 

UNIVERSITY: 
The  moon  is  silver-sheathed, 

As  you,  my  golden  symphony. 
Tis  you  I  crave  to  wed, 
My  agonizing  ecstasy! 
TEN  YEARS  WED: 
I  have  a  knife, 

Its  blade  is  true; 
For   30  cents 

I'd  murder  you! 

— Dirge. 


What's  holding 
you  down? 

THERE  is  only  one  thing  in  the  world 
that's  holding  you  down.  It  isn't  that 
"the  boss  doesn't  like  you,"  or  that  "you 
never  had  a  chance,"  or  that  "the  other 
fellow  has  all  the  luck." 

No — it  is  none  of  these.  It  is  lack  of 
training.  Down  deep  in  your  heart  you 
know  that  the  reason  the  other  fellow  is 
getting  ahead  is  because  he's  doing  things 
that  you  cannot  do. 

Why  don  t  you  study  some  one  thing  and  get 
ready  for  a  real  job,  at  a  salary  that  will  give 
your  wife  and  children  the  things  you  would  like 
them  to  have? 

You  can  do  it  I  Pick  the  position  you  want  in 
the  work  you  like  best,  and  the  I.C.S.  will  pre- 
pare you  for  it  right  in  your  own  home,  in  your 
spare  time. 

Yes,  you  can  do  itl  More  than  180,000  men 
are  doing  it  right  now.  Join  them  without  an- 
other day's  delay,  and  get  in  line  for  promotion. 

Mail  the  Coupon  To-day! 

TEAR  OUT  HERE 

INTERNATIONAL  CORRESPONDENCE 

SCHOOLS  CANADIAN,  LIMITED 
Department    19o3B   Montreal,  Canada 

Without  cost  or  obligation,  please  send  me  full  In- 
formation about  tbe  subject  before  wnicu  I  have 
marked  "X"  In  the  list  below : 

BUSINESS  TRAINING  DEPARTMENT 

□  Business  Management       □  French 

□  Industrial  Management     □  Salesmanship 

□  Personnel  Organization      □Advertising 

□  Traffic  Management  rj Better  Letters 
□Banking  &  Banking  Law   □  E'oreign  Trade 

□  Accountancy  □Show  Card  Lettering 

□  Nicholson  Cost  Acc'ting    □  Stenography  &  Typing 

□  Bookkeeping  □  Common  ScIi'U-ubJectd 

□  Business  English  □  High  Sch.iolSubJeetd 

□  Private  Secretary  □Illustrating 
□Spanish  O  Cartooning 
TECHNICAL  and  INDUSTRIAL  DEPARTMENT 

□  Electrical  Engineering       □  Architect 

□  Electric  Lighting  □  Contractor  anO  Builder 

□  Electrical  Wiring  □  Architect']  Draftsman 

□  Mechanical  Engineer  □  Concrete  Builder 

□  Mechanical  Draftsman      □  Structural  Engineer 

□  Machine  Shop  Practice      □Plumbing  and  Heating 

□  Railroad  Positions  □Textile  Manufacturing 

□  Gas  Engine  Operating        □Chemistry 

□  Civil  Engineering  □P'larmt'cv 

□  Surveying  and  Mapping     □  Arlon  ohile  Work 
p  Min.Eng.or  Metallurgist  □  Mav'patk.n 

□  Steam  Engineer  □  Ag-iculture  &  Poultry 

□  Radio  QMaUicoiattca 

□  Airplane  Engines 

Name , 

Sired 

AUaress. ..., 

City Ptov 

Occupation 

If  name  of  Course  you  want  is  not  in  the  above  list, 
please  explain  your  needs  in  a  teller. 


Just    Blue 

She  gently  rocked  the  baby 

In  its  cradle,  to  and  fro; 
She  sang  an  old-time  lullaby, 

The  kind  our  mothers  know; 
The  baby  gazed  at  her  askance, 

Within  its  eye  a  tear ; 
"Why  don't  you  cut  that  stuff,"  it 
said, 

"And  jazz  it,  mother,  dear?" 

— Brown  Jug. 
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Toronto  Driving  Club,  Inc. 

RUNNING  RACES 

at 

DUFFERIN  PARK 
Wed.,  June  10th  to  17th 


John  Lock 
Treas. 


Sam'l  McBride 
Pres. 


Correct   Behavior — for 
Garagemen 

"Oily  to  bed,  and  oily  to  rise; 
The    Garageman's    in    luck    when    an 
auto  he  spies." 

1.  Caution!  Garagemen  must  have 
company:  there  is  no  job  that  can  be 
done  by  less  than  five  men. 

What's  the  hurry?  The  smallest 
unit  of  time  in  a  garageman's  life  is  a 
week. 

2.  Don't  be  too  matter-of-fact.  Re- 
member that  tightening  a  spark  plug  is 
termed,  "Renewal,  repair  and  adjust- 
ment of  ignition   system    .  .    $10.00." 

3.  Appropriate  answer  to  customers. 
"Well,  some  people  think  wreckers' 
charges  are  too  high,  but  y'know  we 
got  all  this  equipment  to  keep  up,  so 
I'm   .    .    ." 

4.  Apology  with  satisfactory  ex- 
cuse. "Naw,  ye're  right  I  gotta  let 
you  have  the  wash  fer  five  dollars. 
Y'see  she's  a  bit  smooched  because 
they  turned  the  lights  off  on  me,  and 
we  run  out  of  soap;  then  too,  we  didn't 
have  no  water." 

5.  A.  Typical  garageman's  reply, 
made  to  friendly  questioning  about  his 
weird  piece  of  automotive  machinery. 
"Yeah,  she's  only  been  going  fourteen 
years;  just  beginning  to  get  broke  in." 

Helper's  reply.  Vastly  humorous. 
"Sure,  and  in  a  couple  of  weeks  more 
she'll   be  broke  out." 

B.  Helper's  reply  when  sent  to  get 

sundry  parts;  as  bolts,  piston-rings,  etc. 

"Can't  I  get  the  four  wheels  too,  and 

drive  it  back?"  — Record. 

*       *       * 

He — Well,  I  guess  you'll  fill  the 
bill. 

She — Leave  that  to  me,  kid.  Your 
job  is  to  pay  it. 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


Summer  Traveler  (angrily)  — 
"You  advertised  that  you  had  no  mos- 
quitoes and  last  night  I  was  nearly 
bitten  to  death." 

Farmer  (thinking  rapidly)  — 
"Waal,  I  looked  every  mosquito  over 
carefully,  and  not  one  belonged  to 
us."  — Western. 


Housewife:  We're  going  to  get  an 
electric  washer,  and  so  we  won't  need 
you  any  more. 

Laundress:  All  right,  lady,  but  an 
electric  washer  don't  give  out  no  gossip. 

— Country  Gentleman. 
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"I  certainly  make  a  scent  go  a  long 
way,"     remarked     the    garbage    man. 

"Giddap."  — Jester. 

*  *       * 

Making  It  Unanimous 

By  Baron  Ireland. 
When  I  was  but  a  freshman, 

And  wandering  round  the  quad, 
I  used  to  think  a  senior  was 

The  noblest  work  of  God. 

I've  since  grown  somewhat  older 
And  my  opinion  is 
That  my  opinion  of  him  then 
Was  just  the  same  as  his. 

— Jester. 

Distracted  Mother:  "John,  will  you 
speak  to  these  boys!" 

Father:    "Good  evening,  children." 
— Judge. 

*  *  4 

Reformation 

The  scene  was  a  restaurant,  and  as 
a  man  and  woman  rose  from  the  table 
at  which  they  had  been  dining,  they 
turned  and  bowed  to  two  men  who 
were  sitting  not  far  off. 

The  latter  gazed  after  them  for  a 
second,  then  one  of  them  turned  and 
said  to  the  other:  "How  long  have 
they  been  married?"  "Oh,  three  years 
or  so,"  came  the  reply.  "And  do  you 
think  she  has  made  him  a  good  wife?" 
went  on  the  first.  "Can't  say,"  ans- 
wered the  other.  "But  I  do  know 
she's  made  him  a  very  good  husband." 
— The  Taller. 


Never  travel  without  Eno 

In  the  best  hotels — on  the  best  trains — on  the 
best  steamers — experienced  travellers  always 
carry  ENO.  ENO  counteracts  the  ill-effects  of 
changes  of  water,  food,  and  climate.  It  in- 
vigorates, cleanses,  refreshes.  Carry  ENO 
and  take  a  dash  each  morning  in  a  glass  of 
water. 

ENO'S 


"FRUIT  SALT 


MARK 


The  World-  Famed  Effervescent 
Saline 
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The  Stag  Line— 

The  Stag  Line  any  evening  at  the  Summer  Hotel  dance 
presents  a  varied  appearance.  Each  of  the  five  young 
students  above  who  are  spending  their  summer  work- 
ing their  way  through  a  satisfactory  parental  vacation 
allowance  have  different  ideas  about  What  the  Young 
Man  Will  Wear.  Their  choice  in  attire  is  expressive  of  a 
correspondingly  diversified  set  of  opinions  (if  any)  on 
politics,  sport,  amusement,  and  4.4. 

But  the  Stag  Line  represents  Young  Canada,  fresh,  keen  minds 
which  appreciate  the  expression  of  a  direct,  constructive  policy. 

The  Mail  and  Empire  is  the  paper  of  Young  Canada:  Up-to-date, 
not  bound  by  antiquated  prejudices,  national  in  its  appeal,  truth- 
ful, sane  and  satisfactory. 

Public  Appreciation  is  Toronto  59,657 

Registered  in  the  Outside    56,631 

Circulation  Returns  Totai 116,288 


$6.00  delivered,  $5.00  by  mail 
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Here's  Canada  Being 
Successful 

Perhaps  you  have  grown  a  little  weary 
of  the  success  story  of  the  indomitable 
American.  If  you  have,  here  is  a 
wholesome  antidote,  the  story  of  what 
Canadians  have  done.  Take  "The 
World's  Wheat  Kings  Are  Canadian," 
for  instance.  It's  a  more  dramatic 
story  than  you  might  imagine.  In  the 
last  fourteen  years  only  once  has  any 
other  nation  borne  off  the  palm  for 
the  premier  quality  wheat  of  the  year, 
the  other  winners  have  been  Canadian. 
Then  there's  a  story  entitled  "A 
Twenty-Five  Cent  Start  in  Life." 
Drama  there,  too,  and  stirring  drama. 
These  are  only  two  of  a  series  of  strik- 
ing articles  in  this  issue.  It  is  the 
Wembley  Issue,  and  contains  some 
interesting  data  about  the  Great  Lon- 
don Exhibition. 

Some  Unusual  Fiction 

The  fiction  in  this  issue  is  of  an  un- 
usually novel  and  vivid  character. 
"Jack  Pots,"  by  George  Pearson  is  the 
story  of  an  ocean  voyage,  and  a  wife 
who  got  seasick,  and  a  poker  game 
and  its  dramatic  and  unexpected  con- 
sequence. 

"All's  Fair  in  War,"  by  Benge  Atlee. 
Love  and  romance  and  the  whole  bag 
of  adventures,  graphically  and  delight- 
fully told  with  a  naive  sense  of  humor. 
"The  Killer  of  Salmon  Brook,"  by  Guy 
Morton.  Here  is  an  unusually  fine 
story  of  the  New  Brunswick  woods, 
and  of  a  man  who  was  a  "Killer." 
"Animals  I  Remember,"  by  W.  A. 
Fraser.  Another  of  those  amusing  ex- 
periences with  animals,  told  by  one 
who  knows  them  intimately. 
"Pandolfo,"  by  W.  J.  Locke,  a  tre- 
mendous installment  of  this  vivid 
serial. 

Altogether  a  splendid  fictional  con- 
tent, packed  also  with  a  surprising 
volume  of  serious  articles  that  all 
Canadians  should  read.  Then,  of 
course 

The  Review  of  Reviews   Section 

Business   Department,   Woman's 

Department,    Children's    Department 

Arts  and   Decorations  and 

Wit  and  Humor 


CANADA'S    NATIONAL  MAGAZINE 


Drinking  Song  of  the  Russian  Royalists 

The  Czar — or  Tsar — was  a  prince  of  renown 

(A  powerful  potentate,  he). 
His  subjects  were  many,  in  town  and  town 
(Two  billion,  six  thousand,   and  three) . 
To  the  salt  mines  with  Trotsky  and  all  of  that  lotsky! 
Huzzah 

for  the  Czar 

(or  the  Tsar)  ! 

The  Czar — or  Tsar — was  delightfully  Russian 

(Hail,  monarch,  we  clink  cups  to  thee!) 
His  uncle  was  Sultan;  his  cousin  a  Prussian 

(All  Europe  one  big  family). 
So  down  with  the  vodka;  we'll  toast  him,  by  Godka! 
Huzzah 

for  the  Czar 

(or  the  Tsar)  ! 

The  Czar — or  Tsar — could  ride  with  the  roughest 

(His  Cossacks,  we're  sure,  will  agree). 
Yet  his  elegant  manners  enchanted  the  bluffest 

(At  the  samovar,  pouring  out  tea). 
We're  true  to  the  Romanoffs — both  nobles  and  yeoman- 
offs! 
Huzzah 

for  the  Czar 

(or  the  Tsar)  ! 

— Yale  Record. 

*       *       * 

It  is  reported  that  the  Clean  Language  League,  or 
whatever  its  name  is,  is  to  change  the  old  slogan  of 
"Pike's  Peak  or  Bust!"  into  "Pike's  Peak  or  Torso!" 

— New  Yorker. 


The  Preacher  and  the  Youth 

"You  are  old,  Dr.  Hoozlum,"  the  young  man  said, 
"And  your  hair   (if  it's  yours)   is  all  white, 

Yet  you  steal  all  your  sermons  from  men  that  are  dead. 
Do  you  think,   for  a  preacher,  it's  right?" 

"In  my  youth,"  Dr.  Hoozlum  replied  to  his  son, 

"I  feared  it  might  injure  my  soul, 
But  now  I  am  perfectly  sure  I  have  none — 

(And  nobody  knows  that  I  stole!)" 

"You  are  old,"  said  the  youth,   "and  supposedly  wise, 
And  you  reel  off  your  stuff  like  you  knew  it. 

Yet  you  don't  savvy  more  than  the  rest  of  us  guys; 
Now  how  in  the  world  do  you  do  it?" 

"In  my  youth,"  said  the  doctor,  "I  got  through  my  classes 

Without  having  studied,   I   fear, 
And  the  gift  of  dissemblance  it  gave  to  us  asses 

Has  lasted  throughout  my  career." 

— Yale  Record. 

Smith — It  seems  to  me  that  your  wife  has  been  wear- 
ing a  strange  expression  lately. 

Jones — Yes,  she's  trying  to  resemble  her  latest  photo- 
graphs. — Life. 


Femme — You  always  look  at  me  in  such  a  paternal 


way. 


Homme — That's  because  I'm  pop-eyed. 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 
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HOUSEKEEPING,  with  its  many  responsibilities, 
will  soon  face  a  multitude  of  brides.  Wedding 
presents  will  take  upon  themselves  a  new  meaning. 
Gifts  that  are  practical  as  well  as  appropriate  will  be 
cherished  long  after  "ornaments"  have  been  for- 
gotten. Hotpoint  devices,  long  famed  for  their  ster- 
ling quality  and  attractive  appearance,  make  ideal 
gifts. 

Hotpoint  Percolators,  Table  Grills,  Toasters,  Irons,  Curling 
Irons,  Boudoir  Sets,  Chafing  Dishes  and  Air  Heaters  all  make 
very  acceptable  wedding   presents. 

Hotpoint  Percolators  are  particularly  popular.  They  are  made 
in  a  variety  of  styles  and  sizes,  but  all  are  constructed  with 
the  Hotpoint  patented  safety  switch  which  protects  them  should 
they  accidentally   boil  dry. 

The  Hotpoint  Iron  and  Toaster  are  two  appliances  that  are  essen- 
tial to  any  home.  The  Iron  is  the  unanimous  choice  of  over  six 
million  women,  while  the  Toaster  is  equally  as  popular. 

The  Three-Heat  Grill  is  a  very  useful  article.  It  will  cook  an 
entire  meal  for  three  people.  It  will  boil,  broil,  toast  or  fry, 
and  is  constructed  of  rust-proof  metal. 

Your  good  wishes  for  future  happiness  and  prosperity  will  long 
be  remembered  when  accompanied  by  a  "Hotpoint  Servant." 


Servants  for  the  Home 


A  Canadian  General  Electric  Product 
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